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tightened him with threats of the law—/t may make 
aim take the alarm and get the box away, and then 
“ 'he’d sold it.” * 

The Hindu’s face darkened. 

" That was a mistake,” he said. " Come, we must 
lact to-tiight. He will close his shop at nine o'clock 
L~i,dKed us t be with him soon after. You are agreed ? * 
The*S5x tJKo be % ours, and its contents are to be shared 


on the old terms ? ” 

” Yes,” answered Lindsay. ” Rut how-” 

Lai. Dass motioned him to silence. He rose and 
pointed to the do^. 

" Let us go somewhere where there are not even 
Walls to overhear our words,” he said. ” Come, I 
^now of a spot that will suit us.” 

, He opened the door and led the way into the street. 
jOutside he walked away at a brisk pace. Lindsay 
followed him at twenty j^ards' distance. 




CHAPTER III 


THE FOOTSTEP ON THE THRESHOLD 

Mr. Aaron Josephs remained in his sl^pp all that 
day, expectant of a message or communication about 
the brass bound box. Now and then, when li<j was 
not otherwise engaged, he bent his paze on the article 
in question, and tried to imagine some probable reason' 
as to the sailorman’s anxiety about it. The Jew was 
man enough of the world to know that LiTUlSay’s 
desire to gain possession of the box was not likely to 
• spring from mere sentimental affection for it. Tlierp 
must be some reason for the concern which had made . 
itself evident in the man's eager face and trembling 
Ba nds. He said to himself that there was no doubt 
thaFHie sailor was right, that the box had been his, and 
That it was within his rights in demanding its restora¬ 
tion to^him. But that troubled Mr. Josephs very little# 
if it troubled him at all. He knew that possession is 
some&mes more than nine points of the law, and he 
had no more intention of surrendering the brass-bouruT 
box to Lindsay than of presenting his entire stock-in- 
trade to the next* passer-by. What concerned hyn 
most was the box itself. What made the ma.. it 
:^ger to get hold of it ttgain ? What was it that lie 
‘ wanted the box for ? llV Josephs asked himself these 
questions over and over a^efin, and as he asked them 
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he glanced at the box as if h| were trying to pierce its 
wooden walls and solve the secret at a single look. 

Jjice or twice Mr. Josephs 'cook the box up from the 
shelf, where he heA-1 placed it when Lindsay and the 
policeman withdrew, and handled it with fingers no 
less inquisitive than his glances. He tapped the sides, 
looked curiously at the bottom, and exammed-the"* 
joiftts* cWKr'i corners as if he expected to find some secret 
spring thei£. 

Then he remembered that when he became possessed 
of the box there had been a key in the lock, and that 
he had put it a\^iy somewhere. * He began searching 
among the contents of a drawer under the counter, and 
presently found the key with a paper label attached 
to it. ’During a quiet interval of business he opened 
the box and looked carefully about the interior. It 
was quite empty, and Mr. Josephs could not perceive 
any sign of its ever having concealed anything valuable. 
It was lined with some Eastern wood, the fragrance 
of which made itself apparent even above the J jjgarse 
odours of tire oilskins hanging in the shop. But ther§ 
was nothing to be leajmt from staling into the box, 
and Mr. Josephs presently locked it up again, and 
put the key carefully away in his waistcoat pocket. 
Then thinking it wise to secure an article round^which 
so much mystery hung, he*put the box itself into the 
safe. It amused him to think that Lindsay would 
have some difficulty in getting it* out*of that. 
bteJM Josephs closed *his shop somewhat earlier than 
ulmal that evening. He lived* in a stuffy room at the 
back of his business premisedfVnd to tfais he p^sfcMy 
repaired, and began to mal^j ready his evening meal. 
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While he was thus engaged, his thoughts still ran on 
the events of the day. He ate and drank slowly, 
pondering over the mystery of the box and the sailqjf 
and when lie came to the last mouthful he resolved to 
have another inspection of the thing which Lindsay 
had betrayed such eagerness to secure. The Jew had 
nad to deal with mysteries more than once: he was 
not going to be bathed by this. He cleared i'.va^^he 
things from his supper table, turned up J:he gas-jet 
above it to a brighter glow, and fetched the brass- 
bound box from the safe. 

Y * 

Everything was very still in the^house when Mr. 
Josephs put down the box on the table of his sitting- 
room. He had barred and bolted the shop door and 
closed the door of the room—the noises of the' street 
outside scarcely penetrated to his cars. It suddenly 
struck him with a new sense, that extraordinary quiet; 
He glanced at the door which led into the enclosed 
yard at the back of the house ; that, of course, was fast, 
for jj 0 was rarely opened. The Jew was a man of simple 
tastes and habits, and contented himself with very 
meagre surroundingvS. He lived in the small room in 
which he now sat, and he slept in a little chamber 
overhead. All the rest of the house was given up to 
the storing of such odds and ends as had overflowed 
from the shop. There wasr no other living soul in it 
than himself^—he was frge to continue his investiga¬ 
tions undisturbed by any onf, now that the shop wjjs 
closed for the night. AU this he thought of hv/, i<: 
down before the brass bfound box. 

I'd, settle the mattJrYOnce fpr all before I go to 

bed/* he said to himself. '"'There must be something 

• t 
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about the box that I know nothing oi,far why should 
the sailorman be so anxious to get it ? It may have 
jpapers hidden in it that are of value, or bank-notes, 
or something that $ou would like to get hoid of. Per¬ 
haps there’s a secret receptacle in it. There must be 
something—the man wouldn't be such a fool as to 
make such a fuss over the thing if he hadft't'“ 1 SOTn?r" 
parfTPtrfcu •reason for securing it. And, of course, that 
reason must have been a pecuniary one What is it 
but money that makes men keen about anything-— 
what* ‘indeed ? ” 

It seemed to ^Ir. Josephs that a ghostly whisper 
' from the shadow in the rear of the parlour re-echoed 
the hist words. He could have sworn that he heard 
them repeated in a thin faint whisper. He started up, 
looked about him, and sat down again, cursing his own 
tears. He had been slightly put out by the events of 
the day. The advent of the sailor had disturbed him, 
and-the mystery of the brass-bound box had perplexed 
and annoyed him, and ho felt himself trembl y^? a 
little as he handled the box once more. m 

“ Bah,” he muttered,.” I’m getting nervous. It’s so 
confoundedly still in tin’s old house. That won't do. 
Nerves are no good in my business, where a man's 
’ got to avoid being cheated and robbed every flay of 
his life. Now, then, for this box.” 

Mr. Josephs produced a ^mall foot rj^le from his 
iruaer pocket, and be^anjto take measurements of the 
b\5jMvith a careful air, He measured its length, and 
breadth, and depth, marking! the figures down on a 
piece of papci at his elbow. f\s he proceeded ^s*T!tce 
grew more and more troubled, and at last he threw 
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down the ruld and pencil with an exclamation of dis¬ 
appointment. 

“ There can't be a secret drawer," he said. " It's- 
impossible, the measurements all against it. 

Measurements must be right: they can't deceive. 
And there's no room for—What's that ? " 

‘ The Jew started from his chair, listening with the 
sharpness of an animal that scents danger. Tr^eemed 
to him that he had caught the sound of* a footstep 
on the threshold without—a light footstep on the 
threshold of the yard door. He waited in a listening 
attitude, scarcely drawing his breach. Presently the 
sound was repeated, and then, with a suddenness that 
made Mr. Josephs start, there came a tap at the door, 
a single quiet tap, that was decisive and indicative of 
a resolution on the part of the person without to be 
admitted. 

The Jew paused, considering matters. Who could 
it be that claimed admittance at that hour, and by'that 
do<£ ? That door was rarely used—never, in fact, save 
by the old woman who came to tidy up the parlour 
and make the bed every morning. Who should come 
to it now ? It seemed strange—not altogether re¬ 
assuring in fact—to hear a knock at it. And yet it 
was easy for any one to open the yard door and walk 
in—there had never been w catch, much less a lock, on 
the yard door since Mr. Josephs’ tenancy—he had not 
seen the use of spending money on one, seeing tl^jt 
the house door was well bolted and barred. It Af^fcst 
be some foolish person >Vho had lost liis way and had 
stfhyed into the wrong lyard. 

All these thoughts flashed rapidly across the Jew's 



THE LIGHT FOOTSTEP 29 

mind as he stood staring at ttys door. Suddenly the tap 
was repeated. There was something in it this time 
which suggested even more resolve on the part of the 
person without. The Jew hesitated—wavered—and 
finally went across the room and opened the door. 

There was still some daylight, faded into a dim gray 
tl^it matched the enclosing walls of the yard,"reman? 
ing, anoTiJy itsjight and that of the lamp on the table 
Mr. Josephs found himself staring at a man. At first 
sight he thought this must be the sailor, but the mis¬ 
take* was immediately rectified in his mind by his 
perception of thqjUact that the stranger on the thres¬ 
hold was small and slight, and clad in light clothes of 
Eastern make and texture. Mr. Josephs' eyes ran 
fiom feet to head, and rested on a coloured turban, 
and at sight of that he muttered an angry 
exclamation. 

" What do you want here ? he asked impatiently. 

The Hindu answered in placatory tones. 

“ To sell you something,” he said. 

" I have closed my shop an hour ago,” replied tha 
Jew. ” I don't do business after business hours ; go 
away and come in the morning.” 

” But in the morning I shall not be here. £ shall 
be out in the Channel, miles away from this country. 
Besides, we have traded together before : surely you '11 
not refuse an old customer.”* 

Josephs drew nearer, ana peered closer into the 
r r$ja s face. He stepped back into the room, inviting 
the other to follow. 

” Why couldn’t you cojne sooner t ,f he &sk%l, sftU 
ungracious and out of temper. “ Can't you let a man 
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rest himself at the end of his day’s labour ? What is 
it ? " 

" Two or three small stones," answered the Hindu, 
who had closed the door after him, and now advanced 
to the table. " Something like those you bought from 
me a little time ago, Mr. Josephs." 

^ Humph," said Mr. Josephs, " I did badly \yith 
them. I did indeed. I made little^profix on that 
matter. However, let’s see what you've got." 

The Hindu produced a small canvas bag from some 
secret recess of his clothing. He untied the strings 
with deliberate fingers, looking steadily the while at 
Mr. Josephs. Then he shook out of the loose folds 
of the bag three small diamonds which glittered 
brightly as the rays of the lamp caught them. The 
Jew bent down to the table to examine the wares 
thus offered at closer quarters. Lai Dass remained 
in his erect position, imperturbable and watchful. His 
keen stealthy eyes turned from the brass-bound box 
to foot-rule, and from the foot-rule to the sheet of 
•paper on which Mr. Josephs had jotted down his figures 
When the Hindu's eyes rested on the latter he smiled 
a little, but his face was grave and inscrutable as ever 
when .the Jew looked up from the diamonds. 

“ Well," said Mr. Josephs, “ how much this time ? 
It's out of my regular hours, and I ought not to do 
business at,HI jn tips way, but as it's you, and you're 
going away—shall we say * the same price as lrc>t 
time ? " 

" These stones are better than those I brought you 
last time," said Lai DaSs "gently. " I must have more 
—much more." 
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Mr. Josephs waved his hands with an expressive 


gesture. 

“ But I do not {(cop so much money in the house! ” 
he exclaimed. “And besides the stones are not worth 
more than those you last offered me. In any case, if 
you are sailing to-night, I have not the mon ey in the 
hwnsc. I will give you what J gave before, and half 
the amount ir^cash. and half in a promissory note to 
be redeemed when you next come to Plymouth.” 

“Very well,” answered the Hindu, “if it must 
be So" 

™ k 

“l will letch, the money from my safe,” said Mr. 
Josephs. His good temper had returned with the 
delight of bargaining, and he had got good value for 
the money lie was about to lay out. 

“ Sit down a moment,” he added, gathering up the 
"diamonds. “ I shall not be gone live minutes ; my 
safe is in the ^hop.” 

Lai Duss sat down and looked about him. His 
eyes finally’ rested on the brass bound box. 1 Bugeyes 
were still regarding it when Mr. Josephs re-entered 
the parlour. The Hindu nodded at the box. 

“ That is a pretty piece of woik which you have 
there,” he said “ It is, l think, the workmanship of 
some countryman of my own. If it is for sale, Mr. 
Joseph-, I will buy it froinVou.” 

The Jew looked at Lai Oass »with % something like 
Suspicion. • • 

‘ You are the second that has wanted to buy it* to¬ 
day,” lie said. “ No, no, J^Vm not gelling thatjbox.* 
It is a magic box; something mysterious 

about it.” 
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u Ah, a secret drawer dr receptable no doubt," said 
the Hindu unconcernedly* " They all have." 

" Do you think so ? But, oh, f. have been much 
concerned about that box. It seemed to me that 
there might be a secret drawer, and I tried to find it. 

„ Bnt T could find nothing." 

" No, it had been strange if you could," answ ered 
Lai Dass. "Is that the money yotK’liokf in your 
hand, Mr. Josephs ? " 

" And the note payable on demand," answered the 
Jew, handing a roll of notes and a ^lip of blue pfaper 
to the Hindu. " I will trade with you at any time— 
I hope 3'ou will bring me back something good next 
trip. But this box ? You think it is likely there is a 
secret receptacle in it ? " 

" Nothing so probable," said Lai Dass, stowing away 
the money in his breast pocket. “ Oh, nothing so 
probable." 

* " But I have measured," said the Jevc. " See, here 
are ‘The figures—you cannot mistake figures. There 
the length, breadth, depth—you will perceive that 
there is no room for any secret place of any size." 

Lai Dass smiled enigmatically. 

" That is where the artificer's skill is shown," he 
said. " Ah, they are very skilful artificers in my 
country. See here—this is 1 a little toy I picked up in 
Benares. HOw-smaH it te—and yet there is a secret 
receptacle in it wherciti you dould pack a dozen stones 
of Considerable size. Try it, Mr. Josephs." 

Jew tooji the article which Lai Dass offered 
him. St was to outward ^appearance a rounded piece 
of.ivory, about two and S( half inches in length and 



THE LIGHT JFOOTSTEy 33 

an inch and a quarter in circumference, and not un¬ 
like the cases in which ladie^ carry needles of a large 
size. At one en^ there was the smallest aperture 
conceivable'; so small, indeed, that it seemed im¬ 
possible for even the finest needle to penetrate its 
orifice. At the other end the little curiosity was 
funded off to a blunt finish. Mr. Josephs turneefit 
over and Tjvcf<*jn his hands admiringly. 

" There is no doubt some secret opening in this,'* 
he said. 


"•Just so," said Led Dass, watching him carefully. 
" A secret spring, as you say. ‘But where ? ” 

" I used to fie good at finding this sort of thing out," 
said the Jew. " You usually press the wrong place— 
and then anoiher wrong place—and then you get to 
the right place—and, ah-" 

: The ivory casket dropped sharply from liis hand to 
the table cloth, and he looked ruefully at the ball of 
his‘right thumb and began rubbing it with the fingers 
of his left hand. 

" What is it? " asked Lai Dass. 

"Something pricked me sharply," answered Mr. 
Josephs. " Something that seemed to shoot out of 
this liny hole when I pressed the rounded end. It is 
a trick, I suppose." 

" A little trick," replied the Hindu. “ It gives a 
mere pin prick, but see, this is the secret spring. Look." 
• He took the cask# f«om the table and gave it an 
almost imperceptible touch. One end flew op<?tv re¬ 
vealing a hollow cavity. 

" That is very clever," safe! the Jew, with genuine 
admiration. "I dare say that little thing is helpful to 
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you in carrying precious «,stones. Yes, no one would 
readily discover the triqk, and perhaps they might 
get pricked as I did.” ( 

“ It docs not pain ? ” inquired Lai Dass. 

” No, a mere prick. I do not teel it now. But 
look at my box—perhaps you can find out its secret. 
I will sit down—I feel a little tired.” 

Mr. Joseplis sat back in his easy chair as fhe“Tlindu 
bent over the table. Something had made him feel a 
little sleepy—-his head nodded once or twice. He 
bestirred himself with an effort, opening his eyes wide. 
Lai Dass was bending over the box ; .bis lithe fingeTs 
caressed its comers. Mr. Josephs felt very comfort¬ 
able ; there was a nice warm glow in His veins. Hr 
closed his eyes again, and his chin dropped towards 
his chest. 

The Hindu looked up. The Jew lay back, head 
drooping forward, arms extended along his sides, legs 
Stretched straight out across the hearthrug. A slight 
gentle breathing sounded from liis lips: his chest 
rose and fell in regular movements. Lai Dass watched 
him for a moment. Then he quietly rose, and walk¬ 
ing across to him, lifted one of his arms and let it drop. 
He raised an eyelid and laid a finger on the pupil. 
The Jew remained motionless. Then Lai Dass went 
over to the door, opened it, and gave a low peculiar 
cry. Out of* tj?.e glpom *of the yard came Lindsay, 
and the two walked into the parlour. Lai Dass pointed 
first Ho the box ; then to the motionless figure of the 
Tew 

Ar$ the things m ther^ ? ” asked Lindsay, looking 
at the box. 
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“ Yes, lake the box, and 'rail for me outside. Do 
not attempt to escape me, friend Lindsay ; I have 
eyes in the back my head.” 

” Youhe a devil,” said the seaman. He lifted up 
the brass bound box, and hid it beneath his rough 
jacket He went to winds the door and turned. “And 
yun,” he said quest ioningly. 

Lai Das^ ‘siiwled evilly, and motioned him away. 
When Lindsay had passed the door he turned to the 
figure in the chaii. For a moment he Lek Derated : 
then *from beneath his coat he drew forth a cord of 
'•ilk, soft and strong, and went over to the Jew. 
losephs made no motion as the cord ol dearth wound 
itself subtly round liis neck. 



CHAPTER IV 


THE SEAMAN’S KNIFE 

Lindsay, waiting in the yard outside, with the brass- 
bound box clutched tightly under his arm, shivered 
with a nameless fear as he thought of what must be 
going on in the Jew's parlour. He had caught a 
glimpse of the silk cord as Lai Dass slowly drew it 
from his waist, and he knew what it portended. He 
had no very strong views of the sacredness of life, 
for long years of knocking about in all quarters of the 
world had made him little better than a callous brute ; 
but, in spite of Iris savagery, he could not help feeling 
$ qualm of repulsion at the mental picture forming 
itself^before him. He saw the Hindu’s lithe, brown 
fingers adjusting the noose around the victim’s neck. 
He saw the cord being drawn tighter and tighter. 
Bali, he said to himself ; it was enough to make a 
man gick. He drew closer to the wall—there was a 
deep silence all about him—he thought that the thing 
would have been less repulsive if there had been a 
cry, or a stream, qr tliq sounds of a struggle. But 
there was no sound from the house—the tragedy was 
placed out to its end in grim silence. 

Lai Dass’s face was Expressionless when at last he 
CcSne putside. 

He locked the door of the house behind him, and 

a\> 
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bestowed the key somewhere#about his person. Then, 
stealing to Lindsay's side with noiseless step, he motioned 
the sailor towards tjie street at the rear of the house. 

" Go first," he said. " When you get into the street, 
make for Devonport by the quietest ways you can 
think of. Do not forget that mv eyes will not leave 
yarn. I shall be close behind." 

Lindsay “*Wh»pered some unintelligible curse as lie 
obeyed orders. He went quietly out of the yard and 
slunk along the bye-streets. Ere long he heard Lai 
Pass's voice at his shoulder. 

" Do not walk like that : you are going on your way 
as if you had robbed somebody and feared to meet a 
policeman. Go boldly, like a man that fears nothing 
—boldly, but bv quiet ways. 

Lindsay growled, savage as a dog that has been 
beaten, but that dares not disobey. Instead of slink¬ 
ing along by the wall, however, he walked boldly in 
the middle of the pavement. So, with the Hindu, 
sauntering gently behind, he went along until lhG»&wo 
were in Devonport, with a crowd of sailors, marines, 
and their attendant satellites, around them. 

"This way," whispered Lai Dass suddenly. "Turn 
to your right—follow me down the passage.* Re¬ 
member that I can see from behind." 

Lindsay turned sharply. • The Hindu had stepped 
into a dark opening, unlighted by *my l|m^, and sug¬ 
gestive of nothing but ambush and possible murder. 
As (he Hindu's light clothes became faint in the glolSm, 
Lindsay stopped. • 

" Here," he said hoarsely, " I ain’t agoing no farther 
down this here passage. Where might it lead tQ? 
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What call have we to gc» down it for ? I’m agoing 
back. D’ye hear.” , 

“ Silence, fool,” whispered Lai I}ass. “ It leads to 
my lodging. There's nothing to fear. Have you not 
sufficient confidence in me to follow through a dark 
passage ? You are behind. It is I should be afraid 

oT vou 7 ‘ * 

m/ 

“Where are we going?” asked Lindsa^Tgruffly. 

“ To my lodging room where nobody can disturb 
us. It is a quiet place. We can then decide on our 
plans. Fool, do you not see that wc are wasting time ?” 
said the Hindu, his imperturbability, giving way to 
impatience. “ Come on.” 

“ If there’s any trick about it,” said Lindsay slowly, 
and still suspicious of his companion, “ I'm not without 
means of defence, Mr. Lai Dass, and I’m an ugly one 
to tackle-” 

“Are you coming?” said Lai Dass, “or are von 
going to waste time ? See, I will walk in front the 
wholes way. You may keep your pistol or your knife 
to my back if you please until we reach my room- 
come.” 

“ Go on,” growled Lindsay, “ but remember—no 
hanky-panky work with me ! ” 

The Hindu glided along the dark passage, with 
Lindsay closely following at his heel, until they came 
into a smal^sqjiare, flight* d only by a feeble gleam of 
candle light from a window ifi one comer. The sailor 
iook^6f about him with manifest disfavour, and his 
ri ght hand assumed a * firmer grip of the sheath- 
knife his belt. He stpocj close behind Lai Dass 
while the latter unlocked a door, but instead of 




following him within he* hung doubtfully upon 
the threshold. 

Strike a mat<^i and let's see what sort of a hole 
I'm going into," he said, “ I like to see a bit before 
me in strange places." 

Lai Dass responded at once. He lighted a match 
and pointed to a door on the right hand side of tne 


narrow parage in which they stood. 

" That is my room," he said. ,f There are no stairs 
to climb, you see. Come in." 

Lindsay still hung back. 

“ How do J know that there isn't a round dozen of 


you ready to scrag me in theie ? " he said. " Look ye 
here, Mr. Lai Dass, do you go into that thero room 
of yours and light up, and let me look through the 
window to satisfy myself. 1 like to take precautions, 
T do." 


" Post yourself at the window, theTi," said Lai Dass, 
unlocking his own doot. “ You are. a suspicious mag. 
I trust you bettei than you nust me." 

" That’s as may be," growled Lindsay, " you've 
better reason." 

He pressed his face to the dirty window panes as 
Ltil Dass lighted a candle in the room within. Lind¬ 
say saw nothing to excite suspicion—the room was 
squalid, dirty, uncomfortable ; there was no furniture 
in it behind which a man £ould t hide. table stood 
in the centre of the door, a chair was placed close by; 
in one corner was a bed. Lindsay was satistieth** He 
slipped in at the front dot**, turned into the room, 
and placed the box on the table 

" Better draw the bl/nd,” he said, nodding at the 

* • 
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window. “ We don’t wcjit nobody overlooking our 
proceedings.” , 

” Certainly,” said Lai Dass, ” antf wc will shut the 
door also. Our conversation must not be overheard, 
any more than our proceedings must be overlooked.” 

" What's the first move ? ” growled Lindsay, watch¬ 
ing LaTDass with furtive and suspicious glances. “ Nr 
time to waste, is there ? ” 

" We will waste no time,” answered the Hindu. 
“ First let us see that our property is safe. The Jew 
man had not discovered the spring—he was puzzling 
his brain over its whereabouts. And yet it is so very 
simple when you know it. There ! ” 

He had caressed the box as he spoke with a gentle 
pressure of his slim hands, and suddenly a sharp click 
sounded, and he drew out of the bottom a shallow tray. 

Lindsay's eyes flashed, and his jaw dropped with a 
sudden gape of surprised pleasure—the tray glittered 
jyith the radiance of a necklet or girdle of magnificent 
diamonds, whose brilliancy caught and threw back the 
<eeble rays of the candle. 

” Safe, by Heaven ! ” said Lindsay under his breath. 
He drew out his coarse red handkerchief and wiped 
the s^eat away from his forehead. 

" I was afraid that something had happened to ’em.” 
he muttered. ” I didn’t rightly reckon that we should 
handle 'cm/.gain.” t , «• 

if They are afl here,” said the Hindu, looking up from 
his<£fcaniination of the glittering stones. “ Sixty-three 
an all. Is that pot right?? ” 

'**~Ttare was sixty-three ^tones in the necklace,” 
answered Lindsay with slow emphasis. " One and 
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twenty apiece there was. IJow that Stefano is in 
quod I reckon he don't count. That'll make thirty- 
two, or thereabout, for you and me apiece—and 
what are we going to do with ’em ? ” 

” Leave that to me,” said Lai Dass. ” We must 
turn them to the best advantage. 

# We’ve risked something for ’em/' muttered Lind¬ 
say. “ If m foreseen all that's happened since we 
pinched 'em I don't know that I should have had aught 
to doj*vith it. There was a shipwreck—th xt was bad 
enough, and likewise the worry about that infernal 
box, not knowing.what had become of it. Then there 
was starvation—which was worse, a man not being 
■built to go with an empty belly for days together. 

And now there's a bloody murder-” 

Lai Dass held up a warning hand. 

Hush,” he said, ” some words should not be said. 
Come, let us put these stones up, and make away with 
the box. That out of the way there will be no link, 
between us and the Jew man.” • 

” Let's have a squint at 'em first ? ” said Lindsay. 
He sprang to his feet and came over to Lai Dass’s 
side, and bent over the table to stare at the gems. 
” Mighty fine shiners ! ” he exclaimed. ” Lord ! J:hey 
must be worth a pot o’ money. I wish we had it all 
turned into golden sovereigns.” 

“ That shall come,” said Ljl Da§s. He produced a 
small bag, and began placing the necklet in it, count¬ 
ing -the stones again as he did so. Lindsay watered 
him, standing erect at his siefe. 

A sudden temptation flashed into Lindsay'si^pina? 
He looked down and saw the Hindu’s back and 
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shoulders, slight, lithe, almost fragile, piesented to him 
as Lai Dass busied himself with the gems. How easy 
it would be to drive his knife through the thin clothes 
and the brown skin beneath into the man's heaih He 
saw the exact spot just there—a little out of the way 
of the shoulder blade that made an outline under the 
coat. It would be (lone in a second ... his finals 
stole gently to the knife at his belt. * 

"... Fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen," counted 
Lai Dass in low, purring tones. “ Nineteen, Jwenty, 

twenty-one, twenty-two, twent-The knife flashed 

into the air and buried itself, backed by the full strength 
of the sailor's heavy arm, in the Hindu’s body. Lai 
Dass groaned deeply and sunk over the table, covering 
the glittering stones, and striking the brass-bound box. 
A spurt of blood shot up through the edges of the 
wound that gaped round the knife, and began slowly 
to dye the clothing. 

Lindsay stepped back, holding his breath. His 
eyes w r ere fixed on the body with a fearful fascination. 
Unconsciously he threw himself in an attitude of 
defence, as though he expected the dead man to re¬ 
vivify suddenly and leap upon him. Not until a 
moment had gone by did he relax. Then it was with 
a watchful slow'ness, as if he were not yet certain that 
the blow had done its 'work. At last, with a long 
sigh, he xpovfd, skakiiift himself, and stretched forth a 
hand to touch his victim.'’ He put a finger on ‘the 
Hindu's shoulder : it seemed to him that the ’ flesh 
was already stiffening 4 " in the embrace of death. He 
drew*his hand hastily awjay and looked about him 
>vith a vague stare of wonder at his surroundings. 
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Sr> far, he scarcely comprehended that he had just 
killed the man to whom hethad been talking only 
,i few minutes earlier. 

The sharp cry of a cat in the square without roused 
liim from his partial stupefaction, and he suddenty 
woke into feverish energy. He snatched the little bag 
v h\»m the dead man's lingers and began to hurry the 
gems into 't.'"* When he had secured them he tied up 
the mouth of the bag and crammed the bag into his 
pocket,. Then he turned to the door, but on the thres¬ 
hold lboked back. The knife ! He must not leave it 

(.here—nor the brass-bound box—they were links in 

■ *- 

the chain that must not be forged—lie must tala* awav 
both of them. He drew near the body step by step. 
The stain on the back of the dead man's coat was 


\vid» ring- -he wondered what would happen if he with¬ 
drew the knife. Would the blood spurt over him ?-— 
ii would not do to he marked with Mood— people had 
such suspicious minds and keen eyes 

At last, with an effort, he laid hold of the knife«md 


withdrew it from the body with averted eyes. He 
held it gingerly and looked round for the box. That 
stood open on the table, with the shallow tray which 
formed its bottom lying at his side. He slippod»the 
tray into position again, and dropped the knife into 
the box. Then he huddled Mhe box under his coat 


and made for the door. 


He turned once more artel looked back at the^dead 
man* lying doubled up across the table. XThe light 
still sputtered and guttered at*his side. Holding the 
door in one hand, Lindsay stretched forwai 4%and 
blew it out. A great horror came* over him as the 
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darkness fell, and he opened the door wide and fled 
into the square and up the long dark passage. His 
ears seemed to ring with the curiqps sound which the 
knife had made as it was plunged into the dead man's 
back. 

The lights in the street revived him. There was a 
certain friendliness in their glare. There were 
many people about, and he half paused usrder a lamp¬ 
post and looked at his hands. There was no blood 
on them, nor on his clothes, so far as he could see, 
and he heaved an unconscious sigh of relieft He 
walked on, farther and farther away from the scene 
of his crime, and at last, coming to a public-house, he 
walked boldly in and called for liquor. 



CHAPTER V 



THE HUT ON TI1E MOOR 

There were very few people standing in the bar into 
which Lindsay turned, and none of them gave him a 
second glance. To them lie looked an ordinary sea¬ 
man who was a Jtttle down on lift luck, and if they 
wondered why lie held his coat somewhat lightly 
pressed to his body they soon explained their wonder 
by the surmise that the man wore no shirt beneath it, 
and was ashamed of his poverty. As for Lind my, he 
psCicl no heed to the folk standing at his side. lie 
gave a sharp glance at the clock, which ticke.l 
solemnly above the bright array of glasses and bottles, 
and noticed that its hands pointed to half-past ten. 
It was not yet twelve hours since he had first caught 
sight of the brass-bound box lying in the dealer’s window, 
but much had happened during that time, and now 
the box lay under his arm, carefully hidden beneath 
the old coat ;—and that reminded him, he must rid 
himself of it. The box was%a link between him and 
certain events of which lie hafl no wish to t^iink, now 
that they were over and done with, ani it my^t be 
destroyed. He must get rid of it at once.V 
These thoughts flitted ghostlike through Lindsay’s 
brain as the barman drew the pint of ale whiter the 
seaman had ordered. As ft was set**down before him 
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in a pewter measure, Lindsay became conscious of a 
terrible thirst. He lifted the p.wter measure and 
poured half its contents down his throat at one gulp. 
He wondered how he had found words wherein to 
ask for the ale—so dry and parched did his mouth 
seem to him. He finished the ale and felt better, and 
he was half minded to call for another pint, but 
fleeted that he had work to do, and lus?FT5est keep his 
head cool. He might have another pint of ale—two 
perhaps, or even three—or something stronger than 
ale even, when he had finished his work ; but the 
work he had to do must be done before anything else. 
He must make himself safe—safe. 

Lindsay went out of the tavern, still clutching the 
brass-bound box under his coal. He was in a low 
part of the town, and he went forward plunging still 
deeper into obscure nooks and corners. He wanted 
to get down to the water side, somewhere or any¬ 
where, and get rid of his burden. It seemed to him 
that when he was once free of that a great weight 
would be lifted off his mind. He said to himself that 
he must And some quiet corner wherein to prepare 
the thing—he must have stones wherewith to weigh 
it—it would never do for the box to float away, only 
to be picked up perhaps by some suspicious boat's crew 
on the Hamoaze, or handed over to the police. He 
must sink^t—deep*deep* where no eye would see it more. 

It «’as a iong time before Lindsay came to a spot 
sufficiently quiet for his purpose, but at last he found 
himself 'in th^ angle V)f a high wall and free from 
"obscssiat’on. He had picked up two or three stones 
as he went along^ and the^e he packed into the box 



THE HUT ON THE MOOR 47 

when he had drawn it from ^iis coat. In doing so 
his fingers touched the knife-l-it was still wet and 
sticky, and he shivered at the feel of it. He closed 
tlic box hurriedly, and wound it about with a piece of 
strong twine, which he produced from his pocket. 
Then he replaced the box beneath his coat, and went 
& r ward again, always choosing the quietest ways. 
As'*the night*'wire towards midnight the folk in the 
streets grew less and less in numbers, and at last 
Lindsay found himself crossing alleys and courts, 
whereim only a faint light here and there showed any 
sign of human lif§. He was nearing the water now, 
and, as the first gleam of it caught his eye through 
an opening in the houses, he turned and looked 
behind him as though he feared that some one had 
dogged his footsteps. There was a patch of faint 
liglit here and there in the streets, lying in triangular 
wedges between the gas lamps, and it seemed to him 
'once that he saw the figure of Lai Dass gliding stealth ',y 
from one to the other. He paused and looked ag;*m, 
and his heart beat fiercely against his breast. He 
strained his eyes. Surely that was a figure stealing 
after him f Could it be that Lai Dass had revived, 
and was stalking him to his death? Those Hindus Jj^ad 
marvellous powers, he had heard folk say, and it might 
be—but there lie cursed himsotf for a fool, remembering 
how straight and true the km\e ha<J gone h^me, and 
how motionless Lai Da^s had lain across \he talkie. 

At .length he reached the place he had iSSat in his 
mind's eye ever since he stepped out of # the ravern— 
a quiet pool in the angle made by a pie&.vkl&ch 
stretches out into the Haifioaze. Tfrere was no one. 
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about, and his preparations were quickly made. He 
had left one end of th* coil of twine loose, and he let 
it run lightly through his fingert as the brass-bound 
box sunk into the black water. A sudden fear lest 
the string Should be too long and remain floating on 
the surface seized him, but he breathed a sigh of relief 
on seeing the end curl and twist, and then disapp^sf" 
in the wake of the box. He stood ereet^at the water's 
side—it seemed to him that now nothing could {ouch 
him. But once more that terrible thirst was hot and 
dry in his throat, and his tongue craved for* drink. 
Then he remembered that he hati heard the clocks 
strike eleven as he walked along, and cursed his late 
that it was now too late to obtain more liquor. For 
that he must wait until morning. 

He was now in the neighbourhood of Ford, and 
he began to wonder how and where he was to pass 
the night. Back to the lodging which had sheltered 
him the past few days he dared not go—it was his 
idea to say farewell to Plymouth for ever. But where 
was he to go ? The piecious stones for which he had 
played a desperate game were in his pocket now, and 
there was no one to dispute possession with him. 
Byjt he must turn them into money—and where was 
he going to do that ? Come—he must think these 
matters over carefully, p- He proceeded to think as ho 
walked slowly {prwatfl. Ere very long the police 
would Itno 4 i that two man had been murdered that 
nigSt in^ Plymouth, and they would want to-know 
all about the matter. Was it possible that they 
~ connect him with the deaths of the Jew and ' 1 

.the Hindu? Ifp wanted to think, but it seemed 
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somehow no easy thing to thiiik seriously. To begin 
with, one policeman, at any rale, knew that there was 
a mystery lying aroflnd Josephs, the brass-bound box, 
and himself. The police would find Josephs dead, and 
they would also find the box gone. Naturally they 
would think that he, Lindsay, had murdered the Jew 
fb. the box. But also they would find I.al Dass 
murdered. WStild they connect the two things ? If 
they did, Lindsay saw some slight chance for himself. 
But if they put down the murder of the Hindu to 
some fcther person .unknown, and concentrated their 
attention on finch.ig the man who‘ had declared his 
intention of securing the brass-bound box from 
Josephs' keeping—-what then? The mere notion was 
appalling—the sweat broke out on Lindsay’s fore¬ 
head, and he glanced fearfully over his shoulder, as 
though he expected to see the arm of the law stretched 
out to arrest him. 

■ 

There was but one thing to be done—he must go 
right away until the thing blew over, or was less noised 
abroad. And he must go by road ; he dare not risk 
.showing himself at the railway station. 

He knew the lie of the land pretty well—he would 
gp off into Dartmoor and hide himself there for a «Jay 
or two, and gradually work his way across country to 
London or Bristol—he was itfot yet sure which. So 
he turned his face to the nerth-east, and plodded 
steadily onward through Ifiie dark night.\ Now .and 
then his fingers sought the bag iij. which he n&j^ carried 
away the diamonds. Now and then he parsed tS^jisten, 
fancying that he heard footsteps hurrying af&b/Jikn. 
Bit by bit the town and its out-wort s dropped away* 
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behind him, and he came into the open country. The 
night wind blew cheerf uny against his cheek and refi eshed 
him, and his mind, until then clodded over by gloomy 
thoughts, began to take a brighter view of matters. 

Lindsay went forward along the high road while 
the summer night almost imperceptibly faded into 
the first faint flush of an early summer morning. iK'c* 
walked for the most part with his lie!f£T bent, but, as 
the first shaft of light came stealing over the tops of 
the great Tors, he looked up and saw that .daylight 
was coming back to the world^ Already fie had 
walked some distance—Tor GroveVand Widey Court 
and Knackers Knowle lay behind him, and, as 'the 
light increased, he saw in front of him the wayside inn 
which stands at the four cross roads between Tamer- 
ton Foliott and Plym Bridge. It was still much too 
early for anybody to be stirring at the inn, but Lind¬ 
say dare not pass it lest he should by any chance be 
seen and wondered at. He turned away to the right, 
following the groves and coppices down to Bickleigli 
Vale. It was bright morning by the time he had 
hidden himself in its luxuriant foliage, and all around* 
him the birds were breaking out into a chorus of wild 
unrestrained song. 

He sat down on a fallen tree and thought his 
position over. Suddenty he leapt to his feet and 
went fcyrthgr into th4 wood. His sharp eye had 
caug&t sigf.it of some recefitlj^-felled timber with fresh 
chipping about it, £jpd he concluded that, ere long, 
woo<L Utters # would appear on the scene and begin 
thfch^d&y's toil. He had no mind to be discovered 
''•there, and he hurriedly away. 
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Presently Lindsay came to .the railway line, which 
runs from Marsh Mills througli Bickleigh Vale towards 
Yelverton. He stood against the railings and looked 
across at the great Saugh Wood, and it struck him 
that the thickness of the trees there would afford him 
better protection. So he crossed the line, waded 
through the river beyond, and plunged into the depths 
of* the wood.The morning dew was lying heavily 
on everything, and ere long he was drenched and 
sodden witli it. He turned to the left, and was soon 
in the* midst of trees that almost touched each other. 

* h 

The air grew hot stifling ; Lindsay’s brow streamed 
with sweat, and he began to pant with the exertion 
of toiling forward through that desert of green to 
which no breath of wind seemed to penetrate. 

• Something seemed to drive him forward through 
th£ wood without rest or stoppage, lie would gladly 
have sat down and rested his limbs, which were now 
beginning to feel fatigued after his long tramp, but 
whenever he thought of doing so a feeling of fear 
urged him onward. Now and then he fancied that 
he heard voices ; then the crackling of a twig caused 
his heart to bound with a wild fear that pursuers 
were on his track. His eyes naturally turned right 
and left, seeking for sight of danger, and he himself 
began to feel like a hunted thing, though he told him¬ 
self over and over again that f|ie feiy was all imag na¬ 
tion and not real. But, sttfl he went onw^jd, v ^ 

He suddenly paused on finding himself oA + the edge 
of the wood and hearing voices outside. AtS^mncing 
cautiously, he looked out from the last fringe tcecs 
and saw that he was near* BickleigH bridge, and that; 

i / 
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the voices were those pf some country folk going to 
their work. Just then* the strokes of a clock sounded 
from somewhere ahead. He counted six of them, and 
remembered that it was twelve hours since he had 
tasted food. He was getting faint and hungry, and 
his appetite sharpened with every moment. 

When the country folk had gone by, Lindsay * 
emerged from the wood, and, having crossed the high 
road, set off towards the Tors. Once he turned aside 
into Saugh Prior, and bought bread and cheese at the 
little shop, and took a big draught of ale at the inn. 
He knew that they regarded him with surprise at both 
places, but he was too thirsty and hungry to mind that. 
He ate and drank, and then purchased more food and 
a bottle of ale, and carried this supply away with him. 

All that morning Lindsay toiled on—up Saugh 
Moor over the shoulder of Great Trowlesworthy Tor 
to Shavercome Head, and thence across Longcombe 
and Erme towards Green Hill. The sun was blinding 
hot, but he passed on. Once or twice he paused to 
take a drink from his bottle—the ale was warm and 
insipid, but without it he would have been dead beat, 
he said to himself. 

<\t noon he came upon a half ruined hut, standing 
in the middle of a patch of desolate moorlands on the 
north of Green Hill. He entered it and looked about 
him. It was coot! and^hady, and there was sufficient 
bra^.u ag£l furze stored v within it to make a -soft 
couch. Jundsay suddenly recognised that he was 
tired^mt an£ must Vest. He could not go a yard 
fu^raL^until he had rested. He flung himself down 
on the dried bra*-ken and iii a moment was fast asleep. 
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THE MAN HUNT 

Lindsay was dead beat. Stolid, brutal and un¬ 
emotional as he was, the events of the preceding day 
and night had wrought on his feelings, and the long 

• tramp through the woods and over the Tors had ex¬ 
hausted him physically. He slept on and on, and 
the afternoon wore away towards evening, and still he 
slumbered heavily. The sun set behind the western 
moorlands and cast strange shadows on the ridges and 
Tofs, but Lindsay saw nothing of it. He lay on the 
heap of bracken, sleeping the sleep of exhaustion. 

* While it was still broad daylight, and the sun was 
still gilding the tops of the trees, a figure came moving 
slowly across the landscape from the northward. It 
came in a strange fasliion, now appearing in full view 
for a time, then disappearing altogether, and cropping 
up again in another place. From afar off it locked 
like a blot of gray moving across the golden brow of 
the hillsides. Sometimes it mpved at a rapid pace— 
that was when the ground w^s lcv^l: sometimes it 
came forward painfully, and slowly—thai^wa'l L when 
the ground was rough and broken. But NJowly or 
quickly the progress never staged; it came .on, a 
moving point across the silent waste of moor fgll. 

Had Lindsay been awake and watchful he would 
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have perceived that, as the figure drew nearer to the 
hut on the side of G|een Hill, it resolved itself into 
that of a man. The man was running like a hunted 
beast, and every now and then his head turned over 
his shoulder. The noise of his panting breath came 
with a slight breeze as he made a new effort at the 
foot of the slope. . 

Lindsay might have seen, too, that JJie man was a 
convict, wearing the ugly prison dress with its stamp¬ 
ings of the broad arrow making it still more ugly. 
But Lindsa)^ slept; he heard and saw nothing. 

The convict came on, labouring painfully up the 
hill. A little, well-built man, with a‘deeply lined face, 
and dark desperate eyes—his hair, despite the scissors 
of the prison barber, curled in little rings about his 
temples and ears. Not an Englishman—one coukl 
tell that by his gestures, his quick turn of eye and 
hand, and by the olive complexion shaded by the 
pallor of prison life. He came on, bit by bit, glancing * 
now and then over his shoulder in the direction of 
Pnncetown, lying far off there in the haze and shimmer 
of the setting sun, and every time he looked back he 
set his teeth together with more desperate resolution, 
and went on his way more doggedly. 

th the hut Lindsay’s heavy slumbers turned to 
troubled dreams. The exhaustion was wearing itself 
out, and the brain w/s beginning to reassert itself. 
He dreamt-that *he wks running, on, on, on, some- 
whef£ ouiT of reach of something that tracked him 
down, jfie was not ture what it was that pursued 
him-^fuogs, men, wild beasts, demons. But something 
in'Pursuit, and he must fly. He sped forward with 
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the speed of deadly fear, but already he could feel the 
hot breath, and hear the pantiijgs and growlings and 
screamings of the things behind. He stirred, moaning 
in his sleep, and tossed about restlessly. 

At that moment the convict came toiling up the 

hillside to the ruined hut. He had seen it from afar 

off, and had made for it with the intention of resting 

in it for a while ere he went onward. In his mind, 

too, there was some faint hope that he might there 

find something that would further his escape— old 

garments, cast away by the shepherds, a piece of 

sacking, anything that would hide *or replace the 

damning broad arrow. If only he could get away to 

a haunt of his own in Plymouth—a place that he knew 

and could depend on—all might go well, but how was 

he to get there in that hateful dress ? All dav, since 
> 

he had managed to slip away from the guard’s notice, 
lie had run along by the wildest ways he could find, 
and so-far he had been successful. But now he was 
in sore need of rest—the windings in and out by the 
Blackbrook and the Swincombe, the scramblings over 
■rough places on the Tors, the struggling through Fox 
Tor Mire, the continual advance in the burning sun¬ 
light of a hot midsummer day, had tired him out. As 
he* came to the hut he looked around, searching tile 
landscape with desperate eyes. As far as the ey^e 
could reach there was nothing in the way of human 
life fo be seen in all that wide"*expanse of .wu^e and 
moor. It was desert swept by the fading &mligliv. 

The convict stole up to the Umshuttered yindow 
• place of the hut, and, grasping the rough lintei>with 
his fingers, drew his eyes tp a level with it. 

'V »* ® 
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moment he gazed within; then he dropped back and 
stood meditating withja new light in his eyes and a 
new fierceness in his heart. He # had seen something 
that gave him new hope. 

The picture which had presented itself to him in the 
partial gloom of the ruined hut was one that would 
have made no impression on any other man. He had 
seen a man lying asleep on a rough couch of furze and 
bracken—a man who was evidently a fugitive or a 
tramp, so unkempt and travel stained was his clothing. 
He lay with his back to the window, and now and then 
he moved and groaned in his sleep. But the convict 
had not seen his face, his eyes regarded nothing but 
his clothes. 

To the convict, these clothes, poor and worn as they 
were, meant everything—freedom, liberty, life itself. 
However ragged they might be they were not stamped 
with the hateful badge of penal servitude. In them a 
man might pass other men unchallenged—in the garb 
of shame which he wore that was impossible. He 
must have these clothes. 

He climbed up to the window again, and again 
looked in on the sleeper. Lindsay’s sleep had changed 
again, from the restlessness of dreams to the sound¬ 
ness of slumber; he lay still, so still that he migtu 
have been dead. 


The convict hesitatey^ no longer. He stepped down 
from windo& ana looked about him with fierce, 
resolute >yes. A little distance away lay a stout 
piece of wood that had once formed the lintel of a 
doorway. The convict went over and picked it up. 
TlTere* ft as a strong iron staple firmly fixed in one end 
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of it and he examined that with determined fingers. 
Then he balanced the thing hi his hands, and when 
he was satisfied with the swing of it he turned towards 
the door of the hut. 

It was gloomy and silent within : there was scarcely 
the sound of the sleeping man's breathing. He lay 
face downward on the bracken, his head half resting 
in the crook of one arm, his whole attitude that of 
profound unconsciousness. The convict measured the 
swing of his rude weapon carefully. He swung the 
wood up once, twice, before he brought the iron staple 
down with a crashing force direct Upon the sleeping 
man's head. 

Under the weight of that blow the skull seemed 
to crack and crumble up like the shell of an egg, and 
tiie body, answering to the thrill, drew itself up with & 
writhing motion that suggested the convulsions of a 
creeping thing crushed upon a garden walk. 

* The'murderer stared half fascinated, and swung up 
his weapon again, ready for another blow. The 
arched itself, quivered, and relaxed, and the hands, 
faintly plucking at nothing, dropped nervelessly. 
Then, growing accustomed to the gloom, the convict 
saw that his blow had smashed the top and the baefc 
of the head to an indefinite mass. He drew nearer 
and gazed at his work—that one terrible blow had done 
all. He drew his breath sharply between his teeth, 
making a low hissing soiling and presently out 

his foot and touched the body with his toe. ^ 

Suddenly the convict was filed with a startling 

fury. He sprang upon the corpse and* $cgan f & tear 

the clothes from it. There was a gating red seam m 
t.d. , c 
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the dark hair—it would not do to have blood on the 
clothes. He tore awa\l at the travel-stained garments 
as if they had been priceless treasures. 

At last he had divested the body of everything, and, 
with an equally feverish rapidity, he proceeded to strip 
himself. He flung the prison garb upon the corpse, 
not out of his regard for it f but because he wished to 
rid himself of the sight of both clothes and body. 
When he had completely unrobed he proceeded to 
assume the dead man's clothing, even to the stockings 
and boots. This done he felt safer, and he put his 
hand in the pockets of the trousers in search of any¬ 
thing that might be there. 

The murderer's left hand encountered a small leather 
bag, the right a few coins. He drew out these finds 
simultaneously, and stared first at the money. A 
sovereign, two half-crowns, two or three shillings, and 
some coppers. Why, it was a fortune * Now for the 
little bag; what did that contain ? He untied the 
stnng and shook out the contents into his open palm. 
A sharp exclamation of astonishment broke from him 
as the gems caught the fading sunlight. The convict 
knew diamonds when he saw them, and he knew, too, 
that he had seen these particular ones before. His 
mind went back to the days when he, and John 
Lindsay, and the Hindu, Lai Dass, had planned and 
executed the darmg robbery that made them owners 
of ttip^Storas he now stared at. Yes, they were* the 
same. HG counted them over rapidly ; sixty-three in 
all. H|mv on earth held they come here after all that 
had wen pi a e ? He suddenly thrust the stones 
back into the ppeket and rushed to the dead man's 
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side. He turned the body over and stared at the 
face, and leaped away in sheer fright. It was Lindsay 
—he had killed his Ijrother thief. 

Vassali looked round him. It seemed to him that 
Lai Dass might be lurking near at hand—Lai Dass, 
subtle as a snake, more to be feared than a cobra. The 
thought of him roused the murderer to action. The 
thing was done now, and there was nothing better 
than to hide it. He hastily thrust the body deeper 
into the shade, covered it over with the prison dress, 
and heaped furze and bracken over everything. As 
he worked his mind worked too. . At last by the 
strangest of chances the diamonds were his. He had 
kdled two men for them, and they were his at last. 

' He was about to leave the hut when a new thought 
occurred to him. His hand, searching the pockets of 
-tiie. dead man’s coat, encouuteted a box ol matches. 
To act on the thought was the affair of a second. He 
.struck.a light, stooped down, and set fire to the dry 
bracken in several places. The flames ran crackling 
about the floor and a thick smoke arose and curled 
- towards the window place. 

* Vassalli quitted the hut. For a moment he lingered 
outside. A slight breeze was spring’ng up with the 
coming twilight, and the blaze of the dry stuff ins’tte 
the liut was being fanned into a persistent roar. He 
glanced witliin: already the place was a roar and 
rattle of flame. He said to hinfcelf tflat the fir« would 
do its work well. He ’tuAied away, inteiV, now on 
final escape. I 

Suddenly Vassalli paused. Below hjpi on hi?/, left, 
advancing along the road that winds IftScath Ryde^ 
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Hill towards Buckfastleigh Moor, he saw men riding 
on horses. He caught file gleam of steel, coming and 
going, now and then. Vassalli’s heart filled with rage 
and anger—he was followed. He turned hastily to 
the right, only to catch sight of more men, armed and 
mounted, coming along the track from Erme Head 
towards Quickbean Hill. At that he stood, wondering 
which way to go. He turned, facing northward, and, 
as he turned, he saw a party of warders advancing up 
the long slope from Anne Head towards the spot where 
he lingered. 

A great tongue of flame shot out through the window 
of the hut and flared up into the sky. The men com¬ 
ing up the slope saw it and stared in its direction. 
They saw Vassalli outlined against the sky, and one 
of them shouted to the others. At the same moment 
the men on the road by Ryder's Hill caught sight, of 
him, too, and one fired a shot as signal to the search 
party. The men coming from Erme Head heard it 
and halted—there were now three sides of the land 
cnV off from him. 

Vassalli turned southward and fled in the direction 
of Quickbean Hill. He saw some broken ground, 
where he hoped horses could not follow—he saw 
country beyond where there appeared to be the chance 
of a hiding place. 

He ran with all the instinct of despair. He forgot 
that hejiad changed hts prison dress—he forgot that 
nothing sgf'betraycd him &s his flight. All that he 
wished for was to ru^i, run, run, until he had out¬ 
distanced or $u twitted his pursuers. He ran forward 
baldly, desperately. 
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The men on the roads tumid their horses into the 
moor, evidently desirous of cutting off his flight. Now 
they lost him as he ran into some gully, or was hidden 
ky some knoll, but he reappeared again, battling on for 
broken ground ahead. When the men on the left 
lost sight of him, those on the right kept him in view, 
arid presently the men in the rear came hurrying up 
the slope by the burning hut, and had a full view of 
the fugitive as lie ran. Vassalli turned and v.w diem, 
and his heart burst with mge and fear. He ran on, 
cursing them and himself, and his* folly in delaying 
Ids llight even to get rid of the prison clothes, and 
while he ran his pursuers forced him into their net. 

It seemed to him at last that all was blood about 
him. There was blood in his eyes and mouth, blood 
in *the sky and on the earth. His breath came and 
went in fiorce sobs : his heart beat like a hammer; 
some *dead weight pressed itself remorselessly upon 
lus brain ; his tongue thrust itself through Ids baked 
lips. But he struggled on and on. He knew thatTit 
was running into a V, with enemies riding along it* 
Lines and enemies forcing him down its centre, and the 
rage in his heart grew fierce, as lie recognised that he 
had no cliauce—it was all over. 

But he would try one more burst for freedom. In 
front of him the ground rose sharpy to a pile of rocks 
—if ho could gain those he •might find seme hole 
wherein to burrow unfil Aight had fallen Nnd escape 
was easier. 

He darted up the slope with a lasV effort, winding 
his way between rocks and bouid^s, where hofSts 
could not easily follow. But the mounted warders 
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were close behind, and (wo of them hrd un&lung their 
rifles and were talcing careful aim. # T lie re was a sharp 
report, the echo rolled away, crackling through the 
tors and vales, and Vassalli bounded and fell, a pant¬ 
ing heap on the grass. 

He was up again—and running. He could no 
longer run straight—he ran from side to side.'—his 
arms clutched at the air. Now his eyes saw nothing; 
everything swam in blood, he tottered and fell, and 
again staggered to his feet and went on. The top of 
the rocks were close at hand: his feet stumbled at the 
first fissure. He felt himself g'Miig—it was over. He 
drew himself up against the skj'line, and the warders 
following him behind hesitated. Vassalli turned and 
saw them. A sudden gleam of malice shot through 
his mind. He drew out the diamonds and dropped 
them quntly into a deep, dark fissure at his feet. 
Then he seemed to crumble up like a broken -thing, 
and the men watching him from behind saw bis figure 
s\ 7 ay and stagger until it suddenly dropped in a life¬ 
less heap. 



Episode the Second 

THE WARDERS AND THE 
WATCHMEN 




CHAPTER 


THINGS THAT GUTTERED 


The warders, seeing Vassalli stagger and t’dl. ^tevv 
near the pile of rocks with leisurely movernen:,. It 
was enough for them to know that the progress of lus 
flight had been, deiinitely arrested—whether the con¬ 
vict was dead or not was a matter in which none of 


them took more than a professional interest. The two 
men who had fired upon their quarry had dropped 
their rifles into the crook of their arms. Separated from 
each other by some little distance at the moment the 
shots ^ were fired they gradually approached a con¬ 
verging point at the foot of the ascent up which Vassalli 
had made his last dash for liberty. Meeting, 
looked at the other with speculative glance. 

“ I reckon/' said one, dr- ly and laconically, " I 
eckon one of us has settled him : he looks more like 
£ stiff 'un than not." 


The other nodded, but made no reply: his com¬ 
panion, who cuddled his rifle with the affection of an 
old soldier, looked at his fellow-warder out of the 
comer of his eye and smi^d. 

“ He made a good target w|.en he got against the 
sky-line," he said, " I reckon I hit him, anyway." 

The other man jerked his head fojJP one shoui&r 
to the other. ' 
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" Why/’ he said, " I don't very well see how anybody 
could miss him—what did you make it ?—live hundred 
yards ? " 1 

“ About "that,” answered the other laconically 
enough. " Ay, it was an easy enough shot, my lad— 
a bull, I should say, by the looks of him." 

Then the two went slowly forward up the slope. 
The man who had spoken first, a great loose-limbed, 
athletic looking fellow of thirty-five to forty years of 
age, climbed the rough hillside with the careless, 
swinging stride of one who has been used to hill war¬ 
fare : his companion, a man of slighter build, panted 
a little as the slope became steep. 

" I shouldn’t care about this game every day/' he 
said at last. " Especially in this sort of weather. It’s 
a bit too hot to go a-hunting." 

"I've felt hotter in India," remarked the other. "And 
I've known colder, too. A man-hunt in one countrv’s 
pretty much like the same thing in any other." 

Well, this is ended,” said his companion as he 
swung himself up the first beginnings of the rocks 
whereon Vassalli’s body lay supine. " And I guess 
it’s ended for good, too." 

-~’ , *nie big warder made no answer; he suddenly put 
on a spurt, passed his companion and swung himself 
to the top of the craggy plateau. He went up to the 
convict's side and touched him on the shoulder with 
his foot. His eyes turned tq hie advancing companion. 

" He's dead, right e( lough," he said. " I knew he 
was, by the way he came a cropper. Many's the 
P**han I’ve fall like that as they were trying to 
gat to cover amongst the rocks in their mountains.” 
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The other man came up and looked at the body 
meditatively. " One through the head and one through 
the shoulders,” he s^id. “ I aimed for about the middle 
of his back.” 

” Same here,” said the other carelessly. He stooped, 
and turning the body over, folded the hands decently 
at its sides and drew the cap over the face. ” May as 
well make him decent till vve can take him off,” he said. 

The other man made no reply—he turned away, 
and. shading his eyes with his hand, stared out across 

the land that lay beneath him. The other warders 

# 

were still some distance, away — one was steadily 
plodding his way towards the head of the Tor on foot, 
two others, mounted, were forcing their horses in the 
same direction through the knee-deep heather. 

" Time to have a bit of a smoke before the others 
come up,” he said, and laid down his rifle. He pro¬ 
duced a pipe and a tobacco tin from unde his tunic, 
and having seen to his own needs handed the tin to 
his companion, who accepted it with a nod of thanks, 
and brought out a pipe of his own. A match cracMTT 
wreaths of gray smoke rose up : two living men smoked 
peacefully over the motionless body of a dead one. 

The big warder presently sat down at a little distance, 
and stretched out his sturdy limbs with a sigh^W* 
content. His companion followed his example; they 
began to talk across the dead body. 

” I've been thinking,” said the man, " that it*s 
possible that I've had •en/ugh of this sort of thing—• 
there’s nobody can say that Pilncetown is exactly the 
centre of the universe. I don’t knov^ but what I 
shan’t chuck it and have a taste of ciyta&a life.” 
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" What as ? ” asked the other. 

“ A public would suit me/' replied the Mg warder. 
" A nice, comfortable, snug sort public—I have my 
eye on the right sort of thing, in a way of speaking.” 

“ Then you’d need a wife.” 

" At thirty-eight it’s time I had one," answered the 
big man, stretching his arms (rat and smiling. ” I’ve 
never given much thought to marrying, but I’ve 
nothing against it—nothing. I'd as soon marry as 
not, and, of course, if I go in for keeping a public I 
must give it a landlady.” 

“ Where would you go for her? ” asked his companion. 

” Where I should go for the public,” said the other. 
” To Yorkshire—that’s where I should go, 'cause its 
where I sprang from. Did you ever hear tell of a 
place called Castleford, in Yorkshire ?—a manufactur¬ 
ing place where they make glass bottles by the million ? 
—that’s where I cime from before I went into the 
Army.” 

” And where you’d go back to get married; I expect.” 
*There's no lasses like the Yorkshire lasses,” said 
the Yorkshireman sententiously, " And a man natur¬ 
ally turns to his own country when he’s a-thinking of 

settling down. I shouldn't have much bother in-” 

stopped short with something like a startled 
exclamation that was half choked in his throat. The 
other man looked up from the spot of ground upon 
which his eyes hdd been meditatively fixed, and saw 
that the big warder was st^rin^ at the rocks beneath 
him with an expressionftthat seemed to indicate amaze¬ 
ment or surp‘J%\ 

What is ith\” asked the younger warder. 
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The big man's face cleared—he looked around, 
studying his companion's face as if to find out what 
he had seen. 

“ It’s naught," he said. " I thought I s^aw a snake 
among the rocks there. As 1 was saying about that 
public-" 

A voice came from the slope below inte rupiing him. 

Hollins i Lloyd ! Are you there ? " 

The two warders rosp to their feet, put aside d.dr 
pipes ipid looked over the edge of the plateau. Their 
superior officer, a military looking ipan of keen deter¬ 
mined face, had. ridden his horse up to the verge of 
the rocks in advance of the warders on horse Hack, 
and now sat gazing expectantly at the men above 
him, who touched their caps as they responded to iij 
svipmons. 




4 i 


Well ? " he said, questioning]y. 


He’s dead, sir," answered the big warder 
and me fired at him—we both hit him—he 


eac 


Lloyd 
:1 and 


heart, sir." 

The man on horseback took his moustache between 
nis teeth and bit it for a minute or two as if debating 
some question within his own mind. He looked up again. 

. ” Well, you'll have to bring him down from thfi«*5' 
rocks," he said. " Hollins, you go over to that farm 
there and get a cart or something of the sort, and 
bring it across the moor as neaf this^point as you can 
Lloyd, you stay here with the body till the others 
come up, and then have itKcarriJd down.” 

Hollins raised his hand in obedience {o orders, but 
he swore under his breath as he turnyT away to pkSfc 
up his rifle. 


t 
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" Damned nuisance to go t ramp <ng across to Von 
farm ! ” he muttered to Lloyd. “ Why couldn't he 
send one of the mounted men ? ” u 

He swor$ again as he lurched down the rocks, and 
he turned an anxious glance on Lloyd as he left him. 
Lloyd, unheeding it, sat down again near the body, 
relighted his pipe and began to smoke peacefully. 
Hollins’s face cleared; he went rapidly away in the 
direction of the farmstead which his superior had 
pointed out. 

The officer dismounted, put his arm through his 
horse's bridle, and, producing a cigar-case, selected a 
cigar and began to smoke. Everything was very still 
in the hot summer air, no sound broke the silence 
save the humming of the bees amongst the fresh 
flowered heather. Lloyd, puffing away at his pipe, 
became oppressed by this silence. The rigidity of 
the man whom he had killed ten minutes before grew 
distasteful to liim—he half wished that -the limbs, 
►nieeady stiffened in death, could jerk into life again. 
He got on his feet and looked about him—his super!01 
had seated himself on a slab of rock, and was calmly 
smoking wliile he allowed his horse to nibble at the 
fw^ots of pasturage which cropped up here and there 
amongst the heather. Hollins was striding along at 
a quick rate towards the farm; the other warders 
were advancing leisurely, upon the centre point. Lloyd 
at last heard their voices; ^tha sound was grateful to 
him. The feeling of (oppression passed off; he sat 
down again, and this time, by sheer inadvertence, on 
the spot whJifc. Hollins had sat, while they talked. 
And, happening \o look round him, he suddenly saw 
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something that made him utter a sharp cry of astonish¬ 
ment and smother it in his own throat. He glanced 
sharply about him, ^and even gazed suspiciously at the 
dead man, as if he feared that Vassalli mighj: suddenly 
spring to life again and spy upon his sixers' move¬ 
ments, and it was with a stealthy furtive air that he 
finally turned to look hard and long at what he had 
seen. 

Lloyd’s eyes had fallen on something that shone 
and glittered in a deep fissure of the rocks on which 
he sat^ He thought at first that the things he saw 
were drops of molten fire that had fallen by some 
ntysterious chance upon the cool green of the rocks : 
it w T as a full minute before he realised that he wa« 
staring at a necklace of diamonds, the brilliancy an ! 
size of which suggested even to his untutored m'nd 
the notion of vast wealth. He lay and looked and 
looked again, and his head swam with the joy of the 
discovery, and of the possibilities that lay belvnd it 
His eyes ’grew accustomed to the d irknrss of tk_ 
fissure, and lie realised exactly what ho saw. lib* 
thing was a massive necklace of d : amends, set in 
delicate gold network, and it had caught on the front 
of a clump of fern that grew out of the rock and hung 
dangling from it. Lloyd made no attempt to reiKL* 
it; it hung at least six feet below his arm, and it would 
be necessary to get sometliing with a hook at the end 
if the necklace veas to be recovered? 

Suddenly Lloyd burSt Into a hearty fit of cursing. 
He had remembered Hctlms’s* sudden exclamation— 
made when he was sitting in that very vpot and look¬ 
ing into that very fissure. The Yoykshi reman, thfeit, 

* % 
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had seen the diamonds, and would doubtless lay cla/m 
to having found them. Very well—then it would 
have to be a case of sharing, of going halves. Lloyd 
cursed his ill-luck fervently under his breath—ke had 
already cc^ceived a plan by which he could have 
secured the diamonds for his own particular benefit. 
He was to have a day off next day, and had already 
resolved to spend it in a fishing expedition. Nothing 
would have been easier than to attach a hook to his 
fishing rod and draw up the diamonds from their 
hiding place. But he was certain that Hollins > Iready 
knew of them, and foresaw that Hollins would want 
his share. He wished he could secure* the prize before 
Hollins came back, and felt hurriedly in his pocket 
for string, thinking that he might improvise a hook 
out of a twig of heather. But he had nothing that he 
could make use of, and so he lay there, gloating over 
the diamonds, and cursing his bad luck one minute 
and chuckling over his good luck the next. After all, 
it was a rare find ; he was certain that the stones were 
'“IfShuine, and must, therefore, be of immense value. 
If he could have handled them first he would have 
defended his title to them with his life: if they were 
to be shared he would see to it that he had his full 

He suddenly leapt to his feet, impelled to action by 
a fear that filled his heart with fierce resentment. 
The other wardens weie approaching; it might be 
that they would peep, andV p^er about and discover 
the diamonds. That \£as net to be thought of—if he 
could not ha^e the whole of the apple himself, he 
eW&ld take good care that only one other mouth ifoeaHt 



THINGS THAT GUTTERED 


73 

bit? at it. He went over to the side of the plateau 
farthest from that on which his superior sat and tore 
up armfuls of heather and bracken. Coming back to 
the fissure he filled up its mouth with the stuff thus 
collected and screened the diamonds from sight. Over 
the heather and the bracken he placed a large stone— 
no one could now look into the aperture wherein the 
treasure lay concealed. Lloyd stood up and looked 
around him His fellow-warders had come up, on 
foot or on horseback, and were gathered about their 
superior Hollins was coming back from the farm, 
out of the gatestead of which at that moment a boy 
drove a small cart, drawn by a moorland pony. Hollins 
was walking fast: it was plain to Lloyd that he wanted 
to get back to the plateau as quickly as possible. 

Two warders came up the rocks—they and Lloyd 
lifted the dead man’s body and carried it down the 
slope to the little group below, where they laid it 
down • on to the heather until the cart came up. 
Hollins, his face purple with heat, came up almost at 
tlie double — he looked at the dead man, then at 
‘Lloyd, and then at the rocks above. Lloyd contrived 
‘ to catch his eye, and favoured him with a wink. He 
turned aside from the others—Hollins followed him. 

Well ? he said. 

“ I’ve seen them, too,” said Lloyd. " I wondered 
what you were startled at. But now I’ve seen them 
it'll have to be a case of shard and share alike—that's 
flat.” • i k 

Hollins cursed long ana low 1 under his breath. 



CHAPTER II 


THE HEAVY STONE 

Lloyd looked over his shoulder at the other men. 

" Don’t give the show away/' he said. “ I don’t 
want any of them chaps to go up there—a f$ll half 
share is what I mean to have.” 

“ Damnation ! ” said Hollins. " If Carey hadn’t 
sent me off for that cart I’d ha’ taken good care you 
didn’t see ’em ! ” 

" That’s neither here nor there,” said Lloyd. " I 
have seen them, and there’s an end of it. Of 
course, it's got to be a sharing matter. Is it a 
bargain ? ” 

" I expect it’s got to be, as vou say so/* answered 
-Hollins, with another curse. " How are we to get 'em 
out of that hole ? " he asked. "And what,” he added, 
"is to prevent anybody seeing them? ” 

" As to that,” said Lloyd, " I've filled up the hole 
—with heather and green stuff and put a stone over the 
top. As to getting them out, I'm having a day off 
to-morrow, and I’ll come over here with a fishing rod 
and hook them out—I Reckon they're a good six feet 
down.” i ' 

" No, by God! ” saiil Hollins. " That’ll not do for 
me. Nobody jgets a finger on them unless I’m there, 
have to be done together.” 

74 
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'‘Well, they’re safe enough at present anyway,” 
said Lloyd. “ Who’d expect to find a diamond neck¬ 
lace in a hole like that! We must arrange to come 
back together as soon as we can and get the thing 
out.” 

“Yes, it’s got to be together,” said Hollins thought¬ 
fully. He lifted his eyes, which had remained fixed 
wearily on the ground during their conversation, and 
looked at Lloyd with a peculiar expression. “ It's got 
to be together all through. I’ll say straight out that 
I d aitfied at keeping yon little discovery ”—here he 
jerked his liead # towards the rocks above—“ all to 
myself, but since you’ve conic across the shiners as 
well as me I’m bound to play a fair game. You 
play straight with me, and I’ll play straight with 
you.” 

“ Oh, that’s all right! ” answered Lloyd. " They’re 
safe enough at present,” he added reflectively. “ Let’s 
settle what we’re to do later on—here’s the cart come 
up now.” - ^ 

. They strolled slowly back to the group standing near 
. Vassalli’s body, and stood by while it was laid on the 
cart and carried over. Then the whole company set 
out in the direction of Princetown, the mounted msn 
riding ahead. Hollins and Lloyd walked together, 
their rifles slung over their shoulders, their heads bent 
towards the ground as if in deep thought. 

" How do you suppose, tluV came there ? ” asked 
Lloyd suddenly. “ SeemJ a arrange place to find a 
necklace.” 

“ I reckon they were on him,” answered Hollins 
nodding gloomily at the cart and its gruesome loal. 
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*' Dropped in when he was shot—that’s how it has 
been, yon may be sure.” 

“ But how on earth could he have got hold of them ? ” 
asked Lloyd. 44 I wonder if he’d had them planted 
on the moor somewhere—let’s sec, what was it he was 
lagged for ? ” 

“ Scragging somebody in Plymouth,” said Hollins 
carelessly. 44 I should think he had had them planted. 
But that's neither here nor there—the question is, 
when and how can we get at them ? ” 

They walked on in silence for some time, tfiinking 
of various plans for obtaining possession of the 
diamonds. At last Hollins paused and looked fixedly 
at his companion. 

“ Look here, Lloyd,” he said. 44 I don’t believe in 
leaving things to chance. It was by chance that we 
came across the necklace, and chance might bring 
somebody else across it. Supposing anybody, goes 
up to the top of those rocks and happens to think it 
-^qaeer that a lot of heather and green stuff should be 
packed into that hole, and pulls it all out for mischief 
or curiosity, where'd our diamonds be ? ” 

“ That's true,” said Lloyd. He stroked his chin 

_reflectively. 44 What's to be done ? ” he asked, 

44 What would you do ? ” 

44 I’ll tell you what we will do,” answered Hollins, 
with emphasis. “We’ll go back and fetch ’em now— 
that’s what we will do. I shan't feel comfortable till 
we’ve got ’em in safe ^eepin^,.” 

1 Lloyd looked at the warders in front of them. 

What about the others ? ” he said. 44 We don’t 
want them to know.” 
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Hollins measured the distance between themselves 
and the others with a quick glance of his eye. 

“ Sit down and njpt a bit,'* he said, himself suiting 
the action to the word. " Let them go on in front and 
out of sight. Then we'll go back to the rocks and 
get the shiners—we’ll contrive something safe as we 
go." 

Lloyd sat down at his companion's side. They 
both lighted their pipes and smoked—the men in 
front passed out of sight behind the shoulder of the 
lull. 

“ What shall we do with 'em when we get 'em ? " 
said Lloyd, suddenly breaking in on a lengthy silence. 

“ I should say that if they're the real thing (and so far 
as I could judge, they are real enough, and I had a 
brother-in-law that was a working jeweller in Swansea, 
so l ought to know a bit about it), they must be worth 
a good bit." 

. " Thousands," muttered Hollins. He bit savagely 

on the stem of his pipe and kicked the turf with the 
heel of his boot, both actions indicative of the tumulx - 
within his mind. " I don’t know at present what's to 
be done with ’em. It’ll be a bit of a difficult matter 
to get rid of them in such a fashion as to be eally 
profitable to ourselves. And you’ll understand me 
when I say that I’m not going to be a party to trading 
'em off to some damned old Jew that would cheat us 
out of our rights and keep the best for himself." 

“ Nor me," affirmed Lloyd. 1 “ I want as much as I 
can get." j * 

"If I’m aught of a judge," said Hollins, " we’ve 
sack a eheoee in tkre as a man rarely gets. Tkerv* 
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diamonds must be worth a fortune—I know a bit 
about 'em, because I’ve seen 'em in India—I’ve seen 
'em in the Temples there—Lord ! why, I know where 
there’s an image that blazes with precious stones. 
Some of the chaps in my company used to amuse 
themselves by inventing plans for getting hold of the 
lot. But that was naught but foolishness—if you'd 
to pinch a diamond out o’ one of them temples the 
priests would follow you all over the world till they 
got it back." 

“ Well, but what are you going to do with.'em ? " 
reiterated Lloyd. 

Hollins gave a long sigh and scratched his arms as 
if some muscular exertion might suggest a plan to 
him. 

“ There’s one thing certain," he said, “ and that is 
that we shall have to get away from yon place. I 
shall give in my notice to-day." 

“And me," said Lloyd. “But—will it look-at all 
queer if we leave at the same time ? " 

“ We shall have to chance that,” answered Hollins. 

“ I shall say I'm tired of the life and going to start a 
public. You can make what excuse you please." 

“ And after that ? ’’ asked Lloyd. “ Where 
- then ? " 

“ I reckon London is the place," said Hollins 
musingly. “ They say you can do everything in 
London. We shall fyive to go there and try, to 
sell ’em." / , 1 

“ Don't it look a bit quo*; hkc to offer all the lot 
at once?’ suggested Lloyd. “We don't want any. 
awkward questions asking, and they might want to 
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know how we came to be in possession of a necklace 
like that." 

Hollins got up and walked about with his hands 
behind his back and his brows knitted. 

“ I'll tell you what, my lad," he said at last. " This 
is how it’ll have to be. We shall have to take them 
stones out of the settings, cart 'em out to South Africa, 
and come back with 'em; we shall have to give out as 
we're diamond merchants, or something o' that sort— 
miners, or prospectors, or whatever they call it." 

" I thought those chaps always brought their stuff 
home in the rou^i," said Lloyd. "T believe I read 
something to that effect somewhere." 

" Damn it ! I believe they do," said Hollins. ** I 
hadn't thought of that. And, of course, these are cut 
and all the rest of it. Well, we must tliink of some¬ 
thing. But now let's be handling them. I think the 
coast's clear." He climbed a little way up the hillside, 
and gazed -from under his hands in the direction by 
which the other warders had gone forward with the 
body, and presently returning to Lloyd said that they 
were quite out of sight, and that there was no one 
near the plateau of rocks where the diamonds lay 
hidden. The two men picked up their rifles and 
turned back. Coming to a strip of stunted woodlands 
that ran down a gully on the hills'de. Hollins paused 
and drew out a clasp knife. " I ara going to cut a 
hook out of one of these twfcs," he said. " It so 
happens that I’ve got a line or string about me, and 
if we put a hook at the endf we’ll soon have the beauties 
up. 

Lloyd made no reply—he watched Hollins cut d 
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fourth twig into the desired shape with meditative 
eyes. He was reflecting that if he had had the luck 
to have a line of string in his pockets, and could have 
improvised a line, he could have secured the diamonds 
himself when he first discovered them. 

" There's one thing strikes me,” he remarked as they 
set out again. " There's no doubt Vassalli had these 
diamonds planted somewhere, and got hold of 'em 
again when he escaped, and it’s most likely he stole 
them—it must have been some big burglary. Won't 
their description be known ? ” 

" We shan't offer them as they ^ye,” said Hollins. 
" We shan't be such fools as to put our necks in a 
noose like that. They must be broken up and sold 
in parcel. That trip to South Africa and back seams 
as if it would have to come off.” 

" That means spending money,” said Lloyd. 

" It's laying out capital,” replied Hollins senten- 
tiously. "If you want to do big tilings you’ve got 
. to spend money on 'em. I reckon we've both got a 
bit put away that we can use if we see a good return 
for our outlay.” 

" Oh, I've saved a bit,” said Lloyd. " I'm good for 
a hundred pounds or so. But why shouldn’t we give 
it out that we were back from South Africa, without 
really going there ? We could pretend we'd been.” 

"And supposing they started asking us questions 
about the country ? ” /aid Hollins, with a sneer at his 
companion’s lack of foresight. " We should look a 
couple of fools in that case. No, if you’re doing 
business, do it in a business-like fashion—that’s 
‘lyhat 1 say.” 
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They had now come to the foot of the rocks which 
crowned the Tor, and they paused and looked care¬ 
fully about them, l^ot a living soul was in sight on 
that side of the hill, and the silence was as oppressive 
as it had felt to Lloyd at the moment when he found 
himself alone with Vassalli's dead body. Neither of 
the men spoke as they climbed up to the top of the 
rocks ; both breathed heavily. 

" Now then/' said Hollins, as they came to the top. 
" Let's see if there's anybody about on the other side," 

They * crossed the little plateau and looked over. 
The land was jus^Jas deserted on that side as on the 
other ; the only sign of human existence was in the 
presence of the little moorland farmstead a mile away, 
from which Hollins had fetched the pony and cart, and 
mo figure moved in its neighbourhood. 

" Nobody about ? " said Hollins. "Now then, let’s 

to work." 

• % 

lie bent down and lifted the big stone which Lloyd 
had placed over the fissure at the point where he had 
filled up the cavity above the d’amonds with heather 
and bracken. Lloyd dropped on his knees, stretched 
* himself flat along the rocks, and began to draw out 
the green stuff from the fissure. His head rested on 
a ledge of stone as he worked ; his arm was plunged 
at full length into the cavity below. 

^ It was at this moment that the instinct of murder 
shot * full-flamed into Hollins’s ynind. He saw his 
fellow at his mercy, his heaJI resting against the ledge 
of rock ; his eyes, closing with the exertion of reaching 
fir down into the fissure for the stuff which covered 
the diamonds; he felt the heavy stone in his own 
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hands turn to a terrible weapon, and the demons of 
greed and covetousness within him suddenly gave 
willing place to a devil who urged him to slay. In 
fancy he could hear the man's skull crack against the 
stone. 

” I can scarcely reach,” began Lloyd, pantingly. 
" My arm's not-” 

Hollins, with one deep breath, lifted the heavy stone 
and brought it down with a sickening crash upon his 
companion's head. He heard the bones go, and shut 
his eyes at the sound—when he opened them a second 
later he found that he himself had tuning back a yard 
or two, and was standing crouchea like a wild beast 
with clutched and shaking hands in readiness to 
spring again in attack or defence. But Lloyd was in 
no case for reprisal—he lay supine across the fissure; 
his body drawn up uglily, as an insect draws itself up 
when one treads the life out of it; what could be seen 
of his head under the stone that still rested upon it 
was a loathsome mass of blood and brains. The life 
had been crushed out of hen at one blow. 

Hollins stood up, sighed deeply, stared round him 
at the glittering sky and the wide loneliness of the 
moors, and shook himself. He spat on the ground as 
if to rid his mouth of an unpleasant taste, and drew 
his hand once or twice across his lips as though he 
had just drank.* Then he spat again. 

” After all,” he muttered, ",I saw them first and I’d 
the best right. He shouldn't have interfered. I don't 
believe in sharing." 

_ He went up to the body and touched it with his 
4 oot. 
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" Hi! IJoyd J " ho said in a fierce whisper. “ IJoyd ! " 

The world around* him was verv silent—the bees in 
the heather seemed to have ceased their labours for 
that time. 

“It's done him/* said Hollins. "Well, now 
then- ,J 

He sudderly tore off his tunic, doubled up his shirt 
sleeves, and fell to work with a feverish activity that 
drove the sweat out of him in streams. 



CHAPTER III 


FLIGHT 

It is possible that Hollins, like aU murderers, had very 
little clear idea of what be was doing the hist quarter 
of an hour that elapsed after he had killed his victim. 
Murders such as his, committed ofi J the spur of the 
moment, are the acts of men whose reason has been 
temporarily destroyed : the things which immediately 
succeed are involuntary and result from the pressing 
necessity of mechanical action. The mind, reduced 
to the condition ol a machine which goes blindly for¬ 
ward, even though the hand of the machinist has been 
suddenly forced away from the controlling lever, 
performs certain functions and compels the body to act 
in conformity with them. Thus Hollins, sweating 
away in the blinding and scorching sunlight, was for 
that time at least no more than an animal whose sole 
instinct it was to hide the evidence of its guilt. 

But, in spite of all this, he worked systematically 
and with strict attention to the needs of the moment, 
lie drew out tlid remainder of the heather and bracken 
from the fissure, and flaw £he“ diamonds still glittering 
like points of fire as the} hung dangling from the 
frond of fern in the cool shade beneath. He produced 
from his pocket the line of stout string of which ht 
had spoken to Lloyd, attached to it the hook which 
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he had cat on their way back to the plateau, let it 
down into the fissure with steady hands, carefully 
caught the necklet, § detached it from the fern, and 
drew it up to the light and himself. His next action 
was characteristic—he detached the diamonds from 
the hook and line, gave one quick glance at them as 
if to assure himself of their reality, and then carelessly 
tossed them upon his tunic as if they were of no more 
value than a string of glass beads. But the action 
meant that they were his. His, not to be shored with 
any one; his, and only his in the world; his, at the 
price of a man's life. He would have time enough 
and to spare later on wherein to make close inspection 
of them ; at present he had more pressing needs. 

In the very moment wherein he w'as compelled by 
the devil of murder within him to dash the life out of 
his comrade with one blow of the heavy stone, Hollins 
had seen something in one of those rare illuminations 
.which only come at the great crisis of life. He was 
killing Lloyd at the very edge of what would be Lloyd's 
grave. The fissure across which the younger warder 
lay, and from winch he was drawing out the heather 
and bracken, was long enough and wide enough to 
take in his body, and its depth appeared to be con¬ 
siderable. Within it Hollins meant to lay his victim. 
He stood straddle-legged across it, looking down into 
its cool depths. Ferns grew out of its sides here and 
tJ^ere; he caught sight of a lizard that came creeping 
out of a crevice and crawled ay ay on its belly along 
a nqjrrow ledge. It seemecj very deep and very quiet. 
IJft^picked up a pebble from his feet and dropped it 
plumb into the depths beneath him. It seemed to 
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be some time before he heard it fall, with a faint trickling 
sound on whatever it was that formed the floor of the 
subterranean cavern into which, the fissure opened. 
Hollins could not conceive that any human eye could 
penetrate into those depths; that any human hand 
would ever open out the crown of the mountain. The 
dead man, in his opinion, might sleep there undis¬ 
turbed until the last trump echoed across the desolate 
moorlands. 

His eye selected the best place wherein to drop the 
body, and he bent down, seized Lloyd under the arm- 
pits, and, half twisting him round, slipped his head 
and shoulders over the opening. Then he transferred 
his grasp to the dead man's ankles, and suddenly lifting 
the legs he shot him head foremost into the fissure at 
its widest part, steadying the fall until he could reach 
no farther. Suddenly he released his grasp—rthe 
body, gaining momentum, slid forward beneath the 
frond of fern, and disappeared in the blackness far 
beneath. 

Hollins got down on hands and knees and looked 
carefully into the fissure. He examined it from every 
possible point of view, endeavouring to decide if it 
were by any means likely that searchers could see 
anything of the dead man. He crept all round it, 
looking straight down into it, looking into it from slant 
and comers; he set fire to a bundle of dry heather, 
and, using it as «a torch, held it down into the fissure' 
as far as he could. I|v r en that did not satisfy hir$— 
he made a second torch, jjttached the line of string 
to it, set the torch on blaze, and lowered it down to 
■.the full length of the line. But he saw nothing ki 
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th« depth® below, and he let the line slip from hi* fingers 
as a useless thing. He rose from his hands and knees 
and looked round hfm. Two traces of his crime met 
his anxiously searching eyes. Leaning against a rock 
in company with his own was Lloyd’s rifle,—he walked 
over, seized it, and dropped it into the fissure after 
the body, taking the same precautions that it could 
not be seen from above. Then he turned and looked 
at the other evidence of violence, and his face puckered 
into a frown. 

That; he was saying to himself somewhere far back 
■in his inner self,, could not be allowed to remain. 
Blood, and bits of bone, and bits of brain, found 
where such matters were not likely to be found in the 
ordinary course of events, would lead to an investiga¬ 
tion which might have unpleasant results. And 
tliefe they were, plentifully evident on the flat stone 
against which Lloyd's life had been crushed out, and 
bn the s stone which had crushed it out, and on the 
edge of the grave into which his body had been dropped. 
Hollins looked at them with a curious disgust—his 
old soldier instinct was all for cleanliness and order, 
and he cursed Lloyd for making such a mess of things. 
But since Lloyd was dead, and could not make the 
place tidy, there was nought for it but that he must 
make it tidy himself. 

A sudden notion took him—the thought of Vas- 
Siftfc. He walked across thei plateau to the spot 
wntere the convict had fallen dead—yes, just as he had 
exnjcted, there was blood |there, too. He mused over 
lie matter for a moment or two. If search was made 
for Lloyd-—as there certainly would be—that place 
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would be visited since he had last been seen there. 
Would the searchers take the blood on the rocks for 
Vassalli's, or would they remember that the convict 
dropped some little distance away ? Vassalli’s blood, 
dry enough in the sun by that time, made a little pool 
on the ground where his body had lain; soon there 
would be nothing but discoloration of the surface. 
But on the rocks there was more than blood. 

He went back to the ro ks resolved to take no risk. 
He would have to clear up. He set his mind to work 
in the effort to remember whether he had .noticed 
water anywhere in the neighbourhood of the plateau/ 
but could not think of stream or spring, or even a 
standing pool. For a moment he stood irresolute 
through helplessness. The old-soldier instinct re¬ 
asserted itself ; he sat down, took off his bools, divested 
himself of his stockings, and put his boots on again. 
He cursed Lloyd soundly once more as he made a 
floor-cloth of the rolled-up stockings and set fo work 
on his task. 

When it was over, and had been made as good a 
job of as was possible under the circumstances, ha 
dropped the stockings into the fissure and straight¬ 
ened his back. A further notion came to him as he 
inspected the rock, and he searched about until he 
found a likely stone wherewith the stained surface 
might be scrubbed. And once more he went down 
on his hands and kners, and worked thoroughly 
hard, and when he threw the*stone away, at last/he 
was satisfied. An hour o\ sunlight—better stilt a 
night of dew, and a sunshiny morning to follow, an"d 
"no one would know that a man’s brains had been 
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spilt on the spot at which Hollins looked with jealous 
eyes. 

There was now noting more to be done, and, with 
his realisation of the fact that his task was successfully 
completed, Hollins also arrived at something like a 
return to sanity, or an understanding of his actual 
position in the world. He had murdered a fellow- 
being, and forfeited the right to live in consequence, 
his first care, then, must be to secure his own safety. 
As at the beginning of matters he had inspected his 
immediate surroundings, so at the end of them he 
again examined the- country around Tiim. It was as 
lonely and deserted as ever, so far as he could see, 
and he determined to get away from it as quickly as 
possible. 

His face, neck, hands, and arms were beaded with 
sweat*; his throat and mouth were parched with a 
particularly annoying form of thirst. He took out his 
handkerchief and cleansed liis skin of moisture as well 
as he could; he put a thimbleful of loose tobacco ill 
liis mbutli and chewed it, and some measure of relief 
circulated through mind and body. The picture of 
a roadside inn, in far away Yorkshire, came into the 
orbit of his mental vision—an inn where you could 
get r-*al home-brewed ale out of a cool cellar : at the 
thought of it liis tongue curled to the roof of his mouth. 

A pint of old Dick’s homc-brewed % alc,” lie said. 
!! Mush good it is to think of thaty! " 

He\picked up liis tunic, got into it with manifest 
distastfe, and then picked u^ the diamonds from the 
loose earth to which they had slid as he drew the tunic 
from under them. His eyes devoured them with 
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fierce glances; his fingers strayed soothingly over 
the gems and their settings. 

" There’s no doubt about you*being the real sort," 
he muttered. “ I wonder whose neck you ought to 
be round if everybody had their own ? " 

Something conveyed to him with great subtlety 
that tliis mere acquisition of the diamonds had led 
him to take the first step towards placing something 
round his own neck, and the thought impelled him to 
motion. He put the necklet in his breast pocket, 
picked up his rifle, and, with one slow deliberate in¬ 
spection of the plateau, moved off. At the edge of 
the rocks he turned and looked round—something 
told him that he would never again set eyes on that 
infinitesimal fragment of the world’s surface, and that 
the memoried picture of it would never leave him. He 
would never set foot on it again, but he would visit it 
a thousand times in his dreams. 

“ If Lloyd had not chanced to set eyes/ on, ’em, 
too I " he said. 

Then he made his way down to the rocks and the 
slope, and round the shoulder of the Tor, and was a 
good mile on his return journey to Princetown before 
he pulled himself up short and asked himself what he 
was going to do next. And that question necessitat¬ 
ing a good deal of thought, he sat cown on the heather 
at the side of^the track which he was following and 
proceeded to think ij out over the smoking of a^pipe 
of tobacto. / 

That there would be questions asked when fe got 
back to the prison was a certainty. He might put 
them off by saying that Lloyd had been overcome 
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by the heat, and was remaining at some moorland 
farmstead or cottage until he could recover himself, 
but that excuse woilld not hold good for more than 
twenty-four houis. The question was, could he, within 
twenty-four hours, contrive to get away from the 
place and the district ? He began to think what 
might be done. He could plead indisposition himself 
on his return. He could change into civilian attire at 
his quarters; when night fell he could get away by 
train. He had plenty of money in a box in his room 
to serve his present needs ; his sawings were invested 
in a Friendly Society in a Yorkshire town to which 
he had been in the habit of sending them for years. 
So far as he could see, Hollins knew nothing to keep 
him from immediately leaving Dartmoor. The 
question which chiefly agitated his mind was—would 
it be wise to go at once or to wait and abide the 
inquiry into Lloyd's disappearance which must neces 
sarily follow. If he himself disappeared, taking 
French leave, would it not seem to connect him with 
Lloyd’s disappearance ? And would not a hue-and- 
erv be raised ? 

He wrestled, not over cloar-mincledly, with this 
question for some time, and when he at last rose to his 
feet and continued his journey he had made up his 
mind to go at once. With the instinct of liis particular 
type he wanted to fly, and it seemed % to him that he 
coqjd fly with full success He v^ould get off that very 
night; he would walk across country to get a train 
and book at some station | where he was not known 
and where no particular notice would be taken of 1 - 
appearance ; he could make his way to his native 



92 


th£ diamonds 


place, Castleford, in Yorkshire, by tacking about from 
one point to another ; at Castleford he would draw 
his savings from the building society, and with them 
and the diamonds safely secur ,d, would go west to 
Liverpool, or southward to Southampton, and get a 
ship for the Cape. Later on again he would return to 
England in the character of a diamond merchant and 
realise his possessions. That, to his mind, seemed, the 
straightest and most possible plan ; the plainest path 
to take. 

He made his way back to the convict establishment 
and reported himself, and accounted for Lloyd’s absence 
by saying that his fellow-warder had been seriously 
affected by the intense heat and had had to turn into 
a moorland farm and rest. Nobody seemed to see 
anything strange in this, nor in Hollins's request to -be 
excused duty that night in view of his exertions ih the 
chase after Vassalli. He felt himself safe from inquiry, 
or pursuit or suspicion for several hours, and^a feeling 
of confidence began to assert itself in him. After he 
had refreshed himself he felt more confident than ever, 
and in the privacy of his own room began to make his 
preparations. He had a sum of from forty to fifty 
pounds in notes and gold and silver in his box, and 
when he had exchanged his uniform for a tweed suit, 
and put all his belongings in order and destroyed the 
papers he did not want, he secured his valuables in a 
waist belt and was rejady for anything. Late at night 
he set out: before noon next day he was in Bristol. 

He stopped there for a few hours in order to make 
himself still mere secure. He remembered that some 
of his fellow-officers were familiar with the tweed suit: 
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on arrival at Bristol he went to a read ■ -made clotliing 
establishment and bought a new one oi fashionable 
appearauce and style. lie put it on in one of the 
dressing-1corns of the establishment, and having pur¬ 
chased a small portmanteau, bestowed the old suit in 
it and went away. Pursuing his plan of doubling 
about, lie took train from Bristol to Swindon later in 
the day, and at Swindon put up for the night. Next 
day he travelled to Rugby, and thence to Birmingham, 
where he spent another night. On the following 
morning- he resolved to make liis final dash for Castle- 
ford, and set out for the North immediately after he 
had breakfasted. Opening a morning newspaper as 
the train moved out of the station, Hollins's eye was 
caught by a heavy head-line which announced a 
Remarkable Chain of Murders in South Devonshire. 



CHAPTER IV 


TUI' TEAR OF UNKNOWN THINGS 

From the moment that Hollins, in his own opinion, 
found himself comfort My <Wr of Dartmoor, he had 
begun to drink. For the first twenty-four hours he 
was too busy to think of this means of dulling the 
various torments that had already begun twisting and 
tearing his heart, but when it came to a question of 
spending a whole night at Swindon with nothing but 
his own thoughts for company, he had recourse to 
liquor. He sat in a quiet corner of the smoking-room 
of the modest hotel which he had selected, after in¬ 
specting those which the town boasted, - and drank 
whisky steadily until he felt sleepy, whereupon he 
retired to his room. He siept for two or three hours 
and woke sweating with terror—he had dreamed of 
Lloyd, headless, pursuing him up and down the sunlit 
hillsides. He slept no more that night, and had a 
bad headache when he rose in the morning. He tried 
to cure it by liberal potations of brandy and soda water 
from breakfast <time until noon, when he reverted to 
whisky, which he consumed whenever he got the 
chance, chiefly at railway refreshment rooms, until he 
paused for the night at Birmingham. There was 'some 
notion in his mind that it would do him good to get 
decently drunk; he remembered that on a certain 
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occasion in India when he had got into trouble, he had 
drunk himself into t a resigned, if not quite cheerful, 
state of mind, and he wanted to do it again. He was 
not afraid of making any disturbance, of attracting 
attention to himself, or of doing anything that would 
bring him into the hands of the police. He was one of 
those men who can assimilate a quantity of liquor in a 
peaceable and quietly comfortable fashion with bed 
and sleep at the end of the debauch. He never wanted 
to shout, or sing, or fight, or engage in animated dis¬ 
cussion on these occasions, and thus it had previously 
happened that he had indulged without other folk 
being much the wiser. But Hollins had discovered 
that the usual result of deep drinking did not follow. 
He ate a hearty meal early in the evening after his 
arrival in Birmingham, and thereafter went round the 
town, calling in at one bar after another and having 
. two or three glasses of whisky in each. At ten o’clock 
he returned to his hotel, and until twelve sat in the 
smoking-room drinking whiskies and sodas supplied to 
him by a waiter, who secretly marvelled at the stranger’s 
thirst. But he did not grow sleepy or feel the least 
signs of intoxication; his brain was, if anything, 
dearer than ever; he felt as wide awake as a healthy 
man does after a night’s sound sleep. At twelve o’clock 
he felt that, in all common decency, he ought to go to 
bed, but he knew that if he did he would not sleep, and 
the horrors of the previous wakeful night haunted and 
frightened him. He wanted more whisky, but was 
ashamed to ask for it. jThen fortune favoured him. 
The waiter went off duty; the night porter came in 
and set out an array of spirit bottles, lemons, and 
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sugar, and similar temptations on a table at the end 
of the room, and Hollins saw a enhance of further in¬ 
dulgence. He caught the night porter's eye and 
beckoned him to draw near, and he spoke to hhn con¬ 
fidentially. " What's a good thing for a night-cap ? " 
he asked. “ I haven't been sleeping well these last few 
nights—I should think a drop of something hot, now, 
would be the straight ticket, wouldn’t it ? " 

The night porter said that was what a good many 
gentlemen took last thing of a night. Some preferred 
rum and some whisky — different gentlemen had 
different tastes. 

“ I'll try rum," said Hollins, " perhaps you’ll mix 
it ?—and make it a stiff 'un." 

“ A large rum—hot—with sugar and lemon ? Very 
good, sir," said the night porter. 

The hot grog sent a glow of something like renewed 
life through Hollins—things began to look chceiy 
again. After all, he said to himself, there was"naught 
to fear—lie was too old a bird to be easily caught. By 
the time he had come to the end of his glass he was 
developing such a state of satisfied comfort that he 
beckoned to the night porter and asked him to repeat 
the dose. The night porter saw nothing unusual in 
this request, and obeyed the customer's order. Hollins 
tipped off the second glass and went to bed. He fell 
into a drunken s»Ieep at once, for the hot liquor was 
acting on the multitudinous glasses of brandy and 
soda and whisky and soda which he had taken during 
the day, and he was conscious of nothing when his 
head touched the pillow but a gentle rocking sensation 
which was by no means unpleasant, and seemed to 
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promise a soothing night. He lay like a log in absolute 
unconsciousness until the g ay dawn came stealing 
through his windows, and then he suddenly woke 
with a feeling of black horror and despair and agonis¬ 
ing fear tearing and rending at his heart-strings. He 
sprang up and tried to find a light; the instant that 
his feet touched the floor his head whirled like a spin¬ 
ning top, and he fell with a heavy crash. The fall 
sobered him; he picked himself up and sat, quaking 
and shivering, on the edge of his bed, staring at the 
gathering light. Towards morning, dropping back on 
the btfe, he fell into a fitful slumber—h ray of sunlight 
shot in at last and touched his face and woke him from 
a dream wherein Lloyd, with a crushed and bloody 
head hanging from his neck, was stalking him through 
the streets of a great city. 

Hollins felt sick, ill, and miserable. He plunged 
his head into cold water; he tried to pull himself 
together-;* at last he was sufficiently master of himself 
to go down to the coffee-room. He took the seat 
which the waiter held out for him and gazed with 
frowning eyes at the bill of fare. Ordinarily he was a 
great eater; on that particular morning he had no 
taste for food. His mouth was parched; his hands 
shaking. The waiter eyed him all over and drew his 
own conclusions. 

„ • “ I don’t know," said Hollins. " I'gi not feeling so 
well" this morning." 

" Beg pardon, sir," said the waiter. " Allow me to 
suggest something, sir. A jjew strips of anchovy toast, 
now, sir, to begin with—a wonderful pick-me-up, sir, 
if properly made, and I’ll see to the making myself. 
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And some strong coffee, sir, with a liqueur brandy 
in it ? " 

“ Ay, that's the ticket/' said !Hollins. He leaned 
over the paper which the waiter discreetly unfolded 
for him: the print swam before his eyes and he did 
not see a single word in its columns. When the waiter 
re-appeared he took a greedy gulp at the coffee, and 
felt almost childish gratitude because it revived hiin; 
he drank the cup off and asked for another, and he 
managed to eat a few strips of the anchovy toast, 
and was then persuaded to try a kippered herring, 
and he eventually rose from the table feeling, very 
much better than when he sat down to it. But his 
legs carried him straight into the bar attached to the 
smoking-room, and there he had three brandies and 
sodas in quick succession, and it was in drinking these 
that he made up his mind to go straight down to 
Castleford. After that he paid his bill and went to 
the station. He had nearly an hour to wait before he 
could get an express to Yorkshire, and he‘employed 
that hour by visiting various saloon bars in the vicinity 
and drinking more brandy. And feeling by this time 
that liquor was the only friend he had in the world 
he purchased a leather-cased flask and had it filled 
with brandy at the station refreshment-room. 

Hollins was in tliis state when he opened the news¬ 
paper in the trgin and saw the heading relative to 
what the newspaper folk called a Remarkable Chain 
of Murders in South Devonshire. His nerves, jumpy 
and unstrung, almost collapsed as his eyes fell on the 
bold lettering at the heaa of the column, and it 
was fortunate for him that he was alone in his 
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compartment, for his hands shook so much that the 
sheet fell from them. He picked it up again—after a 
pull at his flask—ancfcead the article from start to finish. 

It narrated a strange and startling story. On a 
certain night of that week the bodies of two men had 
been found in Plymouth, under circumstances and in 
situations which showed that they had without doubt 
been murdered. One man, a well-known Jew pawn¬ 
broker, named Aaron Josephs, was discovered in his 
parlour, strangled by a silken rope ; another, a Hindu 
of unknown name, was found in a low district of the 
■town,fin a room which he had only rented that very 
aftenloon, stabbed to death. Next* day had come 
news from the Dartmoor district which set forth an 
equally strange story. A hut on the moor had taken 
fire; when some neighbouring folk had gone*to it they 
had* discovered the half burnt body of an unknown 
man who had been killed by a violent blow on the 
head, fl# had been stripped of his clothes, and close 
by him lay a convict’s dress. Between this and the 
next link in the chain of strange events there was an 
easy connection. A convict, named Stefano Vassalli, 
had escaped from the convict prison at Princetown 
the previous evening, and had lurked about the moor 
all night. There was no doubt that he had found the 
unknown man sleeping in the hut, had taken him un¬ 
awares, and had killed him for the sake,of his clothing. 
Vassalli himself, leaving the hut, hacf been overtaken 
by the pursuing warder^ and shot dead, and his body 
had-been recovered and taken back to the prison. 
Such was the bald narrative of the events, as set forth 
in the newspapers. 
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It was the theory of the newspaper people that 
between the first two murders there was some connec¬ 
tion, and that the half-burnt bo!&y found in the hut 
was that of the murderer. Hollins, after one or two 
more nips at his flask of brandy, worked out a theory 
of his own. The man in the hut must have murdered 
either the pawnbroker or the Hindu, or both, for the 
diamonds—Vassalli, having killed the man in the.hut 
for the sake of the clothes, had found the diamond; 
in them. He breathed more freely when he found 
that there w r as no mention of the diamonds—their 
existence was evidently unknown * to the newspaper 
people. It seemed to him that, as far as the diamonds 
were concerned, he was absolutely safe. 

At that moment another head-line, in print of a 
smaller type, caught his eye, and at the sight his 
nerves fell to pieces again. It announced the strange 
disappearance of tw r o warders from Princctown. Hollins 
grasped the paper firmly between his trembljng lingers 
and read. It was a bare announcement that William 
Hollins and David Lloyd, two warders employed at 
the convict prison on Dartmoor, had mysteriously 
disappeared, and set forth all that was known to Hollins 
himself up to the time he had quitted his quarters. 
But it also told more. It had been found out already 
that Lloyd had not called in at any farmstead or cotta- e 
to seek for assistance or rest. Therefore Hollins's story 
was a fabricat on. It had also been discovered that 
a moorsman, crossing the Tors,* had seen a warder, who 
seemed to answer Hollins's description, descending 
alone from the plateau o\ rocks whereon Vassalli's 
body had been found earlier in the morning. The 
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suspicious circumstances under which Hollins had 
gone away were also narrated, and it was finally stated 
that the authorities* were inclined to believe that 
Lloyd's disappearance was the result of foul play, and 
were anxious to have news of Hollins. And then, by 
way of postscript, followed a very literal description 
of Hollins himself, in which considerable stress was 
laid on the character of his moustache, an adornment 
of wliich he had always been very proud, and was the 
distinguishing feature of his face. 

If Hollins could have pulled out his moustache hair 

•by hat/ he would have done it there and then. He 

felt ceitain that now that the whole business had got 

into the newspapers he would be recognised very 

quickly, and that things would be made extremely 

unpleasant for him. There was a strip of hrirror in 

his compartment, and he got up and looked at his 

reflection in it. There were hollows under his eyes 

and lines about his face that had not been there three 
► 

d iys before. But Hollins did not notice them : his 
gaze was fixed on his moustache. 

He left the train at Derby, went into the town, and 
Wandered about until in a quiet side street he came 
across a small barber's shop of such humble preten¬ 
sions that he felt safe in entering it. The barber was 
leading a newspaper when Hollins walked in, and the 
s.’ght made him sweat with fear. He sat down and 
a.dccd for a shave, and watched tin? barber's face 
narrowly in the mirror ^as he shaved His cheeks and 
cliin, .thinking that he would soon detect any signs of 
recognition. But the barbdr gave no sign of curiosity, 
and Hollins, with a clean chin and cheeks, asked 
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for a dean upper lip. The barber seemed 
surprised. 

“ Bit of a pity, isn’t it, to take*o£f a fine moustache 
Eke that,” he said. " There’s them that would give 
their eyes to have one like it—what a fuss some of 
'em do make ’cause they can’t grow one! ” 

Hollins, to whom fear had communicated various 
acts during the past few days, gave an exhibition of 
dissimulation. 

“ It's not a question of choice,” he said. “ It’s a 
question of necessity. I've just got a new place as 
coachman, and the governor insists, on clean sflaves— 
so off it's got to co.ae.” * 

“ Not even a side whisker ? ” said the barber. 

“ Not a hair,” said Hollins. “ It’s a wonder he don’t 
want me to wear a wig.” 

“Well, if it’s a good place,” said the barber, ‘‘«you 
can make a bit of a sacrifice. But you'll not grow a 
moustache Eke that in a hurry again, I can tell you.” 
I reckon you've never shaved it any time.’ 

“ Can't say as ever I did,” said Hollins. 

He went out of the barber’s shop with a hairless face, 
and with the certainty that no one would recognise 
him. He felt easier after tliis episode, and, returning 
to the station, pursued his journey northward. But 
before he got into the train he visited the refreshment 
bar and had 3, drink or two, and refilled his flask, 
and he took a.fpull at it whenever the world looked" 
black. He refreshed himself in this way at Sheffield, 
and again at Nor man ton, and the flask went across the 
counter empty in the refreshment-room of both stations, 
and was returned to him full. 
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He purposely arrived at Castleford late at night, 
and by that time the liquor he had taken was having 
some effect upon hifti, but in a way which he could 
not understand. He was excitable and nervous, and 
he nearly jumped out of his skin when, having turned 
out of the station door, he felt a hand suddenly grasp 
his arm. He faced round on the man who had thus 
accosted him with a savage growl. 

" Damn you 1 ” he snarled, ” Let me go.” 

The man who had laid hands on him drew back a 
little; he lifted a deprecating hand. 

" Eh, Bill I " he. said. " Don't you remember me ? 
your old pal, Stafford Finney ? Here—come along 
with me—I've something to tell you. And for God’s 
sake, Bill Hollins, keep on the dark side of the street! 



CHAPTER V 


THE NIGHT-WATCHMAN 

At these words Hollins became suddenly alive to the 
fact that some crisis was at hand. He drew nearer 
to Finney and looked searchingly in his face. 

“ What’s up ? ” he said. " What’s it all V mean 
—why should I keep on the dark side of the 
street ? ’’ 

Finney looked about him—the yard outside the 
little station was dark and deserted of life—a stray 
lamp here and there gave out a feeble sputter of yellow 
light, and between them lay simply patches of black¬ 
ness. The two men had unconsciously drawn nearer 
to one of them as they talked. 

" What's the meaning of it all ? " repeated Hollins 
resentfully. 

Finney advanced his face close to Hollins’s ear. 

“ Bill," he whispered, "the police are wanting you 
—they’re on the look-out—there was a plain-clothes 
man on the station, but you’ve shaved your moustache 
off." 

Hollins pulled^himself up. He was not as surprised 
as he might have been, but hG was thunderstruck to 
find that things were happening so quickly. • He 
stared at Finney with incredulous eyes and laughed 
hoarsely. 

204 
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Police ! wanting me ? ” he said. “ What the hell 
do the police want me for, I'd like to know.” 

Finney pulled out* a newspaper from his coat-pocket 
and tapped it with a significant gesture of his 
fingers. 

“ Bill,” he whispered in a still lower voice. “ Bill !— 
they—they’ve found Lloyd's body ! It's all here in 
the evening paper—in the Evening Post —Bill.” 

The silence that followed was broken by Hollins. 

" Damnation I ” he said. " They can't ha' done that 
— it’s a damned lie.” 

“ It's true enough, Bill,” replied Finney earnestly. 
“ It's Jill here in the paper—you can read it for your¬ 
self. But I heard of it sooner ; you see, with having 
been in the force before I lost my leg—you didn't 
notice that, did you, Bill ?—I hear a thing or two now 
and again, and, of course, when the matter of your 
disappearance was in the papers this morning, I dropped 
in at tjie station, casual like, just to see if they’d 
heard anything.” 

" Had they ? ” asked Hollins. 

" At that time they hadn't, but they did hear b:-forc 
noon,” answered Finney. 

” What did they hear ? ” 

' ” Nay, it was naught but a wire asking them to 
keep a look-out for you in case you came down here,” 
said Finney. " Of course, they knew you were a 

Castleford man-” * 

Damn it! ” growled Hollins. ” If they did know 
it, I didn’t know that they did—I never told 
them.” I 

” You forget how easy Jt is to trace an old soldier. 
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Bill," remarked Finney. "And you can do a deal in 
an hour or two when you’ve once set the telegraph 
wires to work." * 

Hollins stood staring at his old comrade as if he 
did not know what to say next. He was now amazed 
at the rapid alteration in the state of affairs, and his 
brain, dull and stupid from the quantity of drink 
which he had taken, refused to act properly when 
called upon. 

“ Must be all a damned mistake—this finding of 
him," he jerked out suddenly. " How in hell could 
they find him ? " 

“ They let a man with lights down the hole in the 
rocks by a rope," answered Finney. " That’s what 
it says in the evening papers. To-day, at noon, that 
was, and, of course, they cried the news all over the 
country. You’re pretty badly wanted, Bill—there’s 
no doubt about it! " 

Hollins felt that his old acquaintance was speaking 
the truth, and he looked at him again in the gloom, 
and strove, in a vague, dull fashion, to realise the full 
significance of the situation 

" How did you come to know me ? " he asked at 
last. “ 'Tis ten years since we met, and I’ve had my 
moustache shaved off." 

" I didn't know you at first, Bill," replied the other. 
" I saw you on the platform at Normanton (I came 
on from there l?y your train), and, at first, I couldn’t 
have told you from Adam. But I’d just been read¬ 
ing all about it in the newspaper, and it struck me 
the man walking up and d^wn the platform was you, 
and I looked you over again, carefully, and then I 
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knew you. I watched you through the glass door, 
when you went into the refreshment room to get a 
drink, and I recognised the way in which you lifted 
your glass to your mouth. Then I got into the next 
carriage to yours, and there was a plain-clothes man 
at the station here, but he didn't tumble to you at all. 
But he's a new man—there are plenty in the town 
that will know you, moustache or not." 

“ Then I’d better make myself scarce," said Hollins, 
returning towards the station. “ It seems likely to be 
rather too hot for me here." 

“ There’s no more trains to-night," said Finney. 

" Then I’ll use my legs," said Hollins. 

He seemed to be about to sheer off; the one-legged 
man stepped in front of him. 

“ Bill," he said meaningly, “ Bill! " 

“•Well, what the hell is it ? " inquired Hollins. 

“ You’d better be advised by me, Bill," said Finney 
persuadingly. “ I reckon you've made something 
handsome out of all this—you're not the sort to run 
big risks for nothing. Make it worth my while, and 
I’ll put you in a safe place here, and get you off safely, 
too." 

Hollins stared at him, with something like suspicion 
in his heart and in the look which he cast upon 
turn. 

“ How do I know you won’t give me away ? " he 
asked. 

*“ Not if you make it worth my while, Bill," said 
Finney. 

“ Well, said Hollins, “ vihat can you do for me? " 

“ It’s this way," ansyered Finney, with cheerful 
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alacrity: “ When I had my accident, six years ago 
and lost my left leg (run over, I was, Bill, by a wagon 
at Glass Houghton), I had to leav£ the force, of course, 
and I got a very?- good job as night-watchman at the 
big glass works. I'm going on duty there now—I can 
take you with me, and I can put you where nobody'll 
ever find you, if you don't want to be found." 

“ But afterwards ? " asked Hollins. 

" I should suggest a trip to the continent,” answered 
Finney. " I could get you off to Hull or Grimsby 
easily." 

Hollins meditated upon the offer for a few seconds. 

" Very well," he answered suddenly, "I'll go with 
you—we can settle terms after. Look here, have you 
anything to drink where we're going ?" 

" I ran get aught you'd like, Bill, if you'd give me 
the money," said the night-watchman. 

Hollins put half-a-sovereign into Finney's out¬ 
stretched hand. 


" Get a couple of bottles of the best Scotch whisky," 
he said. " And let’s be sharp about getting on to 
your place, Finney—I’m wanting a drink now." 


“ Tills way, Bill," said Finney. 


"Follow me at a 


little distance." 


He turned off in a direction different to that which 


Hollins, who remembered the situation of the glass 
works, expected him to take—his wooden leg stumped, 
cheerfully along the road and into the gloom. Hollins 
kept his old acquaintance in tiew, and at the same 
time preserved a sharp look-out for anything in*the 
shape of the enemy. Sincefo he had heard the news 
which Finney had retailed fr^m the evening paper, he 
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had felt that the air was full of antagonistic forces, 
and he began to realise what it feels like to be the 
hunted instead of th # e hunter. 

Finney displayed considerable acumen in getting 
his man across the little town. He climbed fences, 
crossed waste pieces of ground, scrambled up a rail¬ 
way embankment, dodged over the rails at a dark 
part of the line, and dropped into more waste ground 
on the other side, wound about through back streets 
and narrow alleys, and finally brought Hollins out on 
the side of the river, at a point where a wide wharf 
ran alongside the looming roofs and chimneys, strange 
and curious in shape, of the glass works. It was 
quiet enough there, and Finney paused under a black 
wall and let Hollins come up to him. 

. " Stop here a minute. Bill," he said in a low whisper, 
"I'm just going round the comer of the street yonder 
for the whisky. I can get a good brand there." 

• " I say," said Hollins, " bring something to eat with 
you—I'm hungry." 

“ Don't you be afraid, Bill," said the night-watchman. 
" I'll see you're done to ail right—I’ve my own supper 
3'a readiness, and there's more than enough for two." 

He went off then, and Hollins waited behind the 
brick wall until he came back with a parcel under his 
arm and stumped away on foot again with a whispered 
>vord to come on. It was now very dark—and a light 
rain was falling, the wind came cold*and damp from 
the river, and Hollins, hatching a glimpse of its black¬ 
ness-now and then in the gleam of light which came 
from an occasional cottagfc window, felt that his sur¬ 
roundings were by no rqpans pleasant, and that life 
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was wearing a dull and uninviting aspect. He thought 
of the comfort and luxury of the hotel at Birming¬ 
ham wherein he had found shelter the previous night; 
of the warmth of the smoking-room, the ease of the 
padded chairs, the flavour of the cigars he had smoked, 
the excellence of the spirit he had drunk. And he 
suddenly realised, with a curious sensation of fear and 
loneliness, that he would not dare to walk into that 
hotel, or any other public place to-night, or for some 
nights to come. Despite all his precautions the murder 
was out and justice was on his track. 

Finney stopped near the great 'gates of the glass 
works, and after some fumbling with a key unlocked 
a door in the wall and motioned Hollins to step inside. 
As the door closed behind them, Finney laid his hand 
on his companion’s arm, guiding him along the wall 
until they came to what appeared in the darkness 
to be a small cottage which had the high wall for its 
exterior at the rear and faced into the yard that 
opened away into the darkness in front. Here Finney 
unlocked another door, bade Hollins step within and 
drew him along a dark passage into a room lighted 
only by the glow of a carefully backed-up fire. He 
struck a match and lighted a gas jet that hung from 
the roof. Hollins looked round him and found him¬ 
self standing in the midst of a comfortably furnished 
living room. He glanced anxiously at the curtained 
window. ° 

" Don’t be afraid, my lad,”' 4 said Finney, with a re¬ 
assuring nod. “ That window is shuttered, as well as 
blinded and curtained, anc J there isn’t an eye made 
that could see through itT Just let me fasten the 
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other door, and then we’ll have our suppers and be 
comfortable. I don’t go my first rounds for a good 
hour yet.” • 

He stumped off and fastened the door, came back, 
pointed out an easy chair on the hearth to Hollins, 
and stirred the fire into a bright and cheery glow. 
Then he uncorked one of the bottles of whisky, and 
set it with a glass and a jug of water at Hollins’s 
elbow. 

“Nay,” said Hollins. “Two glasses, mate; we'll 
drink together.” 

• “ Well, just a drop then,” replied Finney, “ to drink 
your health. Whoa, my lad—that's about my ’lowance 
until a bit later on. Well, here's to you.” 

Hollins poured himself out a liberal supply of the 
spirit—Finney noticed the quantity in dKe sharp 
glance out of the corner of his eye and drew his own 
conclusions. He began making preparations for 
supper; in the midst of them he paused and drew 
out a newspaper from his pocket. 

“ You’d perhaps like to see the Evening Post while 
I get the supper ready, Bill ? ” he said. “ There’s a 
bit inside, and a good deal on the last page.*' 

Hollins drank off his whisky, helped himself to 
more, and opened the paper with trembling hands. 
He found the bit to which his host had referred—it 
Was a brief paragraph about his disappearance, and 
affected him in no way, he had already read its sub¬ 
stance in the morning newspapers. But the “ good 
deal ” on the last page turned him sick with fear—so 
sick that the paper almost fell from his hands. Every¬ 
thing had gone wrong, everything was against him. 
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They had gone out searching for Lloyd; they had 
repaired to the plateau where he and Lloyd had 
watched by Vassalli's body, a ‘dog which they had 
taken with them had sniffed at the rocks on the edge 
of the fissure; the fissure itself had been explored, 
and the body of Lloyd, with the head battered out of 
shape, had been recovered. And now all the hounds 
of justice were in full cry after William Hollins. 

William Hollins was very miserable. He cursed 
himself, and he cursed Lloyd—he was in the mood for 
cursing everybody. But as that did no good he 
drank whisky instead. Finney saw that he was upset 
and bided his time—he soon set out upon the table a 
supper, which consisted of hot rabbit-pie and baked 
potatoes, gooseberry tart and Dutch cheese, and he 
invited his guest to draw up his chair and fall to. 
Hollins responded with but a poor grace; he was 
surly and dull, and by no means good company, and 
he sometimes let his knife and fork drop and stared 
at his host as if he did not quite knov, what to make 
of him. After supper he wanted hot grog, and had it 
in considerable quantities, and Finney feared that he 
would get drunk and make 2 scene. But Hollins 
became quieter and quieter as the evening progressed 
and the first bottle of whisky waned, and he finally 
went to bed, in a small chamber opening out of the 
living room, in a peaceable state of mind, carrying tho 
second bottle of whisky with him. 

“ Tell you everything in the morning, Finney, ol* 
frien'! " he said a little drunkenly. “I'll see you're 
right, Finney—I'll make if worth your while—you 
trust me for chat—it’s a biA thing." 
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Finney locked him in his room and went his rounds. 
When he came back he listened at Hollins’s door and 
heard nothing. Later on he listened again and fancied 
he detected the unmistakable sound of snoring. He 
was satisfied with that, ;tnd glad Hollins took his liquor 
so quietly. 

At eight in the morning Finney stumped into his 
guest’s room and called him. He got no reply and 
stumped up to the bed. Hollins lay there as dead as 
a door nail. The second whisky bottle, qmte 
Lay in the crook of his arm. 
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THE FURNACE IN THE CLASS WORKS 

Mr. Stafford Finney's first action in discovering 
that his friend Mr. William Hollins was dead was 
strikingly characteristic of Mr. Stafford Finney's 
particular virtues and qualities as a man. He walked 
quietly back to the door, took the key out of the lock 
on the other side, transferred it to his own side of the 
door, aria locked himself in with the corpse. Then 
he went back to the bed and re-examined the body, 
but only in a superficial fashion, just sufficient 
to convince himself that Hollins was really dead, 
and while he did so he ruminated in a quiet 
fashion. 

“ No one who had seen Bill on the drink last night,” 
mused Mr. Finney, “ could possibly feel surprised to 
hear of Bill's death from drink. He drank all but 
about a wineglass of the contents of two bottles of 
whi ky, and he put in precious little water with it. 
The strange thing is that he didn't get fighting mad. 
But he was ilot a bit like that—I never saw a more 
lamb-like drunkard. Certainly he went off very 
peaceful in the end. I hadn't bargained in offering 
Bill hospitality to provide for his dead body, but I 
suppose something will finve to be done with him. 
Of that, however, we'll tliink a little later on, and at 

114 
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present 1 should like to know what Bill has about 
him/’ , 

The late Mr, Hollins retired to rest in simple 
fashion. He had certainly divested himself of his coat 
and his waistcoat, which lay carelessly thrown upon 
the floor, but the rest of his habiliments, including his 


boots, still remained upon him. Finney picked up 
the coat and examined it first, finding nothing but an 
empty spirit flask, a tobacco pouch, a pipe, and a box 
of wax matches, evidently purchased from a Bristol 
tobacconist. Finney shook his head. 

“ He was careless, was Bill," he said. " He didn’t 
destroy his tracks as lie should have done—he shouldn’t 
have let folk have the chance of knowing that he’d 
been to Bristol." Then he turned to waist coat 
and found some evidence of Bill’s carelessness in the 


shape of a left-luggage ticket, made out at Derby, 
where Hollins, thinking he was doing a w T ise thing, 
had deposited his portmanteau containing the old 
tweed suit which he had replaced by a new one at 
Bristol. Finney shook his head again. 

“ Bristol to Derby," said he. “ It wouldn’t ha' been 
hard work to track Bill." 


He laid the waistcoat aside and begun to examine 
the body. The pockets of the dead man’s trousers 
yielded little more than a pound or two in loose silver 
aCnd copper, a bunch of keys, and one | or two ins’gni- 
ficant odds and ends. But when Finney had turned 
the body icyver he found that Hollins had a dee]) and 
convenici^'pocket at the back of the hips, and {jrom 
this he drew a small canvay bag which, on examination, 
proved to contain two fi/e pound Bank of England 
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notes and twenty-eight pounds in gold, in sovereigns 
and half-sovereigns, together with some papers which 
showed that Hollins had three hundred pounds in¬ 
vested in the Bradford Third Equitable Building 
Society. 

11 One might say/' mused Finney, "that Bill was in 
what is termed prosperous circumstances." 

He replaced money and papers in the bag, and 
transferred the latter to a safe receptacle on his own 
person. He was not at all impressed by what he had 
found, and he remembered Hollins’s drunkenly grave, 
lemark of the previous night that it was a big thing 
and he believed that there was more to be found on 
Hollins's body. And presently he found it, and the 
discovery , nade his face grave and sombre, and set 
him a-thinking in earnest and steady fashion. 

Accustomed to the tricks of men who had knocked 
about in the world, Finney knew that whatever 
Hollins had of great value upon him would be carried 
in a belt worn next his skin and round his waist. He 
felt for such a belt when he had finished examining 
the clothing, and found it, just as he had expected, 
and he quickly undid the clasps which secured it and 
drew it away from the dead man's middle. It was 
a plain belt of admirably soft elastic webbing with a 
pouch attached to it over the left hip—from the pouch 
Finney drew fprth the necklace of diamonds. He 
knew, as he handled them, tl^at he was touching the 
prize for which Hollins had contended V r i th Lloyd, 
an^« tnat their history, whatever it mighi x be, was 
mixed up with murder. ^ 

Finney was a shrewd, sl t arp, cool and calculating 
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Yorkshireman. He had been, a soldier, and had 
earned a good record. He had been a policeman 
after leaving the army, and had got on very well in 
the force until accident had relieved him of a leg. 
His character for probity, zealous and careful dis¬ 
charge of his duties, and general trustworthiness 
secured him his place as night-watchman at the glass¬ 
works, where he was much respected by his employers 
and their managers, who never had any fault to find 
with him, and knew him, after three and a half years’ 
experience, as a conscientious servant who never drank, 
and could be fully relied upon to discharge his duties 
in a capable way. To them, who only knew him as 
trusted servant, Finney showed no vices ; they were 
unaware, being folk who saw little of him ssive in his 
role of faithful watch-dog, that he had two great vices 
—avarice and cupidity. In point of fact, the night- 
watchman was one of those human octopuses who 
stretch out innumerable arms through the sea of life 
and catch at whatever they can, and who furthermore 
never allow anything around which their tentacles 
wind to escape until something, however much, how- 
rever little, has been squeezed from it. And Finney 
was a man who led something of a double life ; he 
was known as the dependable, conscientious night- 
watchman at the glass-works to everybody in the 
place, but nobody knew that he was a money lender, 
with the rapacity of a shark and the rofcntlessness of a 
tiger. Hq ^employed a ^half-starved, badly paid clerk 
as cover,*jjwhose manners were so mild that tho^Jfolk 
who dealt with him wondered at his hardness, ancl 
through him he squeezed jnoney right and left out of 
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the small tradesfolk who borrowed it and fell into his 
clutches. t 

Such a man it was into whose hands the diamonds 
now passed. He had seen such things before and 
was in a better way to estimate their value than either 
Lloyd or Hollins. He knew that the necklace re¬ 
presented a large, perhaps a vast amount of money, 
and he would have given a fair percentage of whatever 
it might be to know the necklace’s history. He had 
read the newspaper accounts of the remarkable chain 
of murders in South Devonshire, of the disappearance 
of the two warders, and of the finding of Lloyd's body, 
but there was no mention of diamonds in any of them, 
and he came to the conclusion that the existence of 
the neck^cp was unknown to the au horities or the 
newspaper reporters. 

Finney was not the man to relinquish anything of 
value that fell into his hands without making an effort 
to retain it. He knew that chance had placed a 
fortune in his power, and he there and then determined 
that it should not easily be taken from him. He had 
no fear whatever of a search being made for Hollins 
on his premises—he was certain beyond the shadow’ 
of a doubt that no one had recognised the ex-warder 
at the station, or in the outskirts of the town by which 
he had guided him, or had seen him admitted by him¬ 
self to the glass-works yard. So assured was Finney 
of absolute safety in this respect that he wasted, no 
time in thinking of the matted. There we^ej other and 
Important matters to think of at thfal^ moment, 
and he gave himself up to thinking of them. 

The first was the immediate disposal of the diamonds. 
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Finney, under another name, kept a banking account 
at Leeds, ten miles away, with a firm who believed 
him to be a respe&able one-legged gentleman pos¬ 
sessed of house-property, and did not know that 
the considerable sums he paid into his account were 
the proceeds of usury. His bankers kept various 
little matters for him under lock and key; Finney 
determined that the diamonds, hidden from sight in 
a carefully sealed parcel, should be deposited with 
them next day. For the present he wrapped them 
up in an old flannel shirt and laid them in a hiding- 
place of his own which it was extremely unlikely that 
anybody but himself could find. 

So far, so good,—the diamonds were in a fair way 
to be his, but what of the disposal of Hollins’s body ? 
He looked at the poor house of clay as i/iay on the 
bed,-and felt by no means well-disposed towards its 
late tenant. And then, with the coolness character¬ 


istic of him, he locked the door upon the bedroom and 
its contents and set to work to prepare his breakfast. 
While he ate and drank Finney considered the 
question of ridding himself of the thing in the next 
jroom. At first he thought that he would go to the 
police-station, tell the inspector that Hollins had come 
to‘him late at night, begging for shelter, and had died 
suddenly during the night. That would shift the 
responsibility of dealing with the body from his own 
shoulders to those of the authorities/ 1 He could say 


that he did not know that Hollins was wanted for 
murder, a*thus escape any charge of collus’qn with 
the dead 'man. But a moment’s reflection conw^*-^ 


qn witn 
invBtew'd 


him that this plan would certainly be attended bj' 
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unpleasant consequences. All sorts of questions 
would be asked ; the body would be examined; there 
would be a coroner’s inquest; This employers would 
certainly have something to say to him as to harbour¬ 
ing folk on their premises who had no business to be 
there. Furthermore, he would be obliged to put back 
into Hollins's pockets at least some considerable por¬ 
tion of the money which he had abstracted from them, 
and to that part of the proceedings he had a strong 
natural objection. He decided that whatever else 
happened he must keep the fact that Hollins lay dead 
in the next room a profound secret. 

What, then, was to be done ? It was impossible to 
keep a dead man in the house for an indefinite period 
—Hollins must certainly be buried within the next 
twenty-four “ hours. But where and how ?—Finney 
suddenly realised that nothing is so difficult to dispose 
of as a human body, which, unlike that of a dog or cat, 
cannot be thrown upon the nearest dust heap. . 

The notion of casting the body into the river 
occurred to liim first. The river was but a few yards 
away from Ills cottage—he would have nothing to do 
but to drag the body out there at night, weight it, and 
throw it over the wharf. But he remembered as soon 
as this expedient crossed his mind that bodies that are 
thrown into rivers have a nasty trick of coming to the 
surface at unexpected moments, and that if they pre¬ 
sent themselves* with weights attached to them ques¬ 
tions are sure to be asked and uiquiii.es ins touted. It 
was q yi 4 -? true that he might easily throu^ Hollins’s 
btd’y into the river, equally true that the theory pro¬ 
bably evolved by its subsequent discovery there would 
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be that the man had come back to his native place 
and had fallen over j:he wharf, or wherever he might 
happen to be found, in the darkness or in a state of 
intoxication, but it was also true that some strange 
things would be said if the body were discovered 
without a penny in its pockets. Finney knew the 
difficulties which arose in matters of this sort, and was 
keenly aware of the danger which lie in possibilities. 
If Hollins’s body was drawn out of the river some 
little thing that he had never thought of, however 
carefully he might think, might connect him with it, 
and that dire events* spring from trivial causes Finney 
was as well advised as any man living. 

•He rose from his breakfast— ar substantial meal to 
which he had done ample justice — still perrJexed as 
to his procedure, and only certain of one thing—that 
he must get rid of Hollins's body. Lighting a pipe 
and sitting down by his hearth to think matters out 
he suddenly called to mind a book which lay hidden 
away in the cupboard—a book in which some diligent 
compiler had gathered together a vast amount of 
material relative to crime of all descriptions. He got 
•it down, from a dust-covered shelf, and turned to a 
chapter wherein was set forth a description of the 
various methods and expedients resorted to by 
murderers in the effort to rid themselves of the bodies 
of their victims. He read several pages, and thought 
that most murderers must be men of Imall imagina¬ 
tions and no invention, §0 clumsy did their actions in 
disposing of the evidences of their crimes secm^wjffiu. 
But then, he reflected, they were probably dazed an?P 

excited by their guilt—he, ,Finney, had no guilt upon 
t.d. I e 
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his soul. He had rather the comfortable reflection 
that he had done the dead rrvm a kindness. And 
then, quite suddenly, he remembered that if Hollins's 
body did come to light, and if awkward questions were 
asked, and if he were mixed up with the matter, he 
would be suspected of being a murderer, though 
murderer he was none. Nobody would believe him, 
whatever he might say—the mere making away, with 
a body was quite sufficient to damn one unutterably. 
This thought made him all the more resolute in his 
determination to rid himself securely of the corpse 
which cumbered his bed. The only plan he could 
think of that seemed at all feasible was to bury Hollins 
in the room in which he had died. But there were 
many dfcv^backs to that—first, the bother and difficulty 
of taking up the boarded floor and excavating the 
ground ; secondly, the danger that some one would 
hear the noise of pick and shovel, and insist on knowing 
what was going on ; and third, the chance that some 
future occupant of the cottage or its owners might 
take a fancy to carry out new drainage operations. 
That plan would not. do—he put the book back in the 
cupboard, locked up the cottage, and went out into 
the yard of the glass works to think still further. 

Strolling about the works in a casual fashion, Finney 
was suddenly confronted by the answer to his question. 
He had walked, in pure absent-mindedness, close 
to one of the great furnaces, from which sweating 
glass blowers were drawing 'but molten glass, and as 
^Jyv-^anced at the licking flarfies, which showed through 
the furnace-holee, he realised what he had got to do. 
There was just one hour *of the loneliest part of the 
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night between thfe going of one shift and coming of 
another, when the c^re of the furnaces devolved upon 
him—if he could throw Hollins's body into that pit 
of liquid fire it would be consumed in such a fashion 
that not even a toe-nail of it would remain. He 
remembered the fate of a workman who fell into one 
of the furnaces, and of whom not a trace could be 
found when the molten mass was cooled off. If 
Hollins were thrown into a furnace he would be literally 
consumed, flesh and bone, within a few seconds 

Finney had now found the solution of liis problem. 
Hollins and everything about him, always excepting 
the money and the diamonds,—should make a dis¬ 
appearance through the medium of liquid fire, and the 
deed should be done that very night. He lost, no time 
•in. setting to work. He went back to liis cottage, 
regarded Hollins attentively, and came to the con¬ 
clusion that he was a man of about fourteen stones in 
weight. .He locked up the cottage once more, stumped 
into the town, and returned an hour or two later with 
a large, stoutly fashioned sack. Into this sack, during 
the afternoon, Finney, working with closed doors and 
windows, packed the dead man and every scrap of liis 
belongings. And somewhere about midnight he 
managed, being an individual of great muscular power, 
to get the load on his back, to cross the yard, and to 
climb a plank that led to an opening in the brickwork 
overlooking the furnace. He was balancing himself 
on the very edge of this, preparatory to swinging his 
burden into the glowing mass of molten lire twenty 
feet beneath, when a voice, harsh, strident, astonish*?#? 
fell upon his ears from the darkness beyond him. 
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f ' Hallo, Fii;acy! What the devil art ta doin’ 
thccr? ” t 

The stump of Finney’s wooden leg slipped on the 
brickwork, the weight of the dead man’s body pulled 
him s’dcways; the man coming out of the darkness 
heard the night-watchman utter a piercing yell of 
agony, and saw him stretch unavailing arms to the 
stars as he and his burden fell into the hell of lire, that 
reached out lickh.j aim; to receive the dead and the 
living. 



Episode the Third 


THE MILLTNER AND THE 
IRISH MAIL 




CHAPTER I 


THE I ATE MR. FINNEY'S EFFECTS 

Half way along the principal street of Castleford 
there might have been found at that time a smai\ and, 
as regards its size, an unpretentious, but eminently 
respectable-looking establishment, which bore over its 
plate glass window a sign bearing the name and style 
of. Teresa Driscoll , Milliner and Dressmaker. Certain 
exterior signs showed that the proprietress had*notions 
of her own. The door and windows of the shop were 
painted in a rich green colour, presumably as a deli¬ 
cate compliment to the tenant's nationality : there was 
a handsome brass knocker on the one and smart Liberty 
blinds and curtains on the other—Miss Driscoll, more¬ 
over, showed distinct inclinations to taste in the fact 
that the window, instead of being crowded out with 
hairs, bonnets, and similar matters, contained but two 
confections in the shape of toques, which had a truly 
Parisienne air, and communicated a chic appearance to 
their surroundings. A similar air of chaste superiority 
to- the general run of provincial millinery establish¬ 
ments was noticeable on passing the green door with 
the brass knocker—the 'walls were smartly jgapered 
and in'excellent taste, there was no disfiguring 
anti no cane bottom chairs, but in their stead a com¬ 
fortable lounge or two and an old oak table; a soft 

1J7 
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carpet covered the floor, and the long minors on the 
walls might have come out of a, well-appointed salcm. 
It was plain to whosoever entered Miss Driscoll’s 
establishment for the first time that its proprietress 
was one of those persons who not only have ideas 
of their own but know how to carry those ideas 
out. 

On the afternoon of the day whereon Air. Finney 
had the ill-luck to fall into the tank of molten glass— 
an accident which immediately removed him from 
this poor world in such a complete fashion that there 
was not the least chance of even the buttons on his 


clothes or the boots on his feet ever being seen again— 
Miss Diiscoll sat in her shop, turning over a new hat 
which hud just been brought down to her from the work¬ 
room overhead, where two or three young women 
worked together under the direction of Miss Driscoll's 
forewoman. Miss Driscoll, seen in the act of criticising 
the work just deliveied for her approbation, revealed 
herself as a tall, well-built, very well preserved woman 
of forty years of age, and of the sort that are in their 
own particular way quite as attractive to men as a 
girl of twenty. She was eminently Irish in appear¬ 
ance, being possessed of the wonderful gray, long- 
lashed eyes, graceful figure and peach-like complexion 
which fortunately distinguishes so many of her country¬ 
women, and that she had known few cares in her life, 
and was gifted with the light-heartedness of her race 
was evident from the fact tlial? there was not a suspicion 
oj £ K ray hair about the glossy coil of black that was 
gracefully arranged around her shapely head. It \vv.» 
said by everybody who knew her that Miss Driscoll 
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was an uncommonly fine woman, and everybody 
wondered how it was*that she had never married. 

At this time Miss Driscoll had been settled in Castle- 
ford in her tasteful little shop arid in the rooms over¬ 
head for the space of six years, and everybody knew 
how it was that she had settled there. For several 
years before she had opened the shop Miss Driscoll 
had been in sendee as lady’s maid to the old Countess 
of Pryde, at Hawkosford Park, close by the town, 
and it was well known, or at any rate shrewdly suspected, 
that she had feathered her nest' pretty well during 
her period of servitude, and had been handsomely 
remembered in Lady Pryde’s will. At any rate, after 
Lady Pryde’s death her maid had opened the milliner's 
shop which was now an institution of the toVn, an i 
had spent a good deal in embellishing and fitting it. 
All the ladies of the neighbourhood had given their 
patronage to Miss Driscoll at an early period of her 
embarkation on the sea of business, and her fellow- 
tradesfolk used to wag their heads and say that the 
lady knew what she was after, and must be putting by 
a pretty penny. 

As a matter of fact, Miss Driscoll was one of these 
women who have an aim and an object in life. Her 
father, an Irishman who owned a small property on 
♦he banks of the Shannon, between Limerick and 
Castle Connell, a corner of the world vmich possesses 
peculiar beauty in the way of river scenery, had con¬ 
trived by a st 7 *ict devotion to the wine of the country, 
to so mgloet his affairs that bankruptcy and ruin3^ 
come upon him when his daughter—who was also 
his only cliild—was a girl of one-and-twenty. He 
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himself had then died, having had quite enough of the 
world in general and far too much Irish whisky in 
particular. His daughter, a high-spirited girl who 
had kept her hunter, her dogs, her gun, and her rod, 
and made use of all of them with dexterity and great 
enjoyment to herself, had found the world open to her, 
and her own pocket quite empty. She had seen the 
old place sold, and heard the growls, curses, and cries 
of creditors whose claims were not satisfied even when 
all had been sacrificed, and she had sworn a solemn 
oath, that she would neither rest, nor take her pleasure, 
until she had earned sufficient money to pay off her 
father's outstanding debts, and if possible to buy back 
Castle Cleerycrow. After that she departed from those 
parts, afid within a week or two nobody but a few 
old servants remembered her. She had now been away 
from her native land for nineteen years, and she still 
steadily worked towards the point of her ambition. 
What was more, she knew that she would attain it. 
First as lady's maid, and then as milliner, Miss Driscoll 
had saved every penny that she could, and she knew 
that in another ten years* time she would have enough 
money to pay off the Driscoll debts, buy back the old 
place, and set herself up for life there in a comfortable 
way. She would then be fifty, and the best part of 
her life would be gone, but she would have achieved 
her object. 

Miss Priscoft was thinking of none of these things 

on this particular afternoon. ‘She had always found it 

* * 

thfipb&t policy to think of one thing at once, and all 
her attention was being given at that moment to 
the work which had just, been sent down for her 
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examination. Something in its execution or composition 
did not quite please dier, and she was about to take it 
up to the workroom herself when the outer door of the 
shop opened, and a tall, rosy-cheeked, generously-framed 
man entered, in whom Miss Driscoll recognised Mr. 
Bexendale, a well-known solicitor. 

“ Good-afternoon, ma'am," said Mr. Bexendale, with 
a very low bow. 

" Good afternoon, sir," answered Miss Driscoll, won¬ 
dering if Mr. Bexendale had come to order 9 new 
.bonnet for his wife. 

•m 

“ I have called upon you. Miss Driscoll," said Mr. 
Bexendale, as he slowly removed his gloves, " on a 
business matter of great importance to yourself. I 
have news for you, ma'am, which, I can assure you, 
most people would rejoice to hear. Can I speak to 
you in privacy, Miss Driscoll ? " 

The milliner, greatly wondering at this announce- 
ment, led the way into a small parlour at the back of 
the shop, closed the door, motioned Mr. Bexendale 
to a seat on one side of the table, took another 
herself, and turned to the solicitor with eyes of 
'expectancy. 

" Ma'am," said Mr. Bexendale, " I have an announce¬ 
ment to make which I am sure vou will hail with 
satisfaction, gratification, and interest, even though it 
arouses feelings of a regretful and painful nature. I 
believe, Miss Driscoll, that you had sorSe acquaintance 
with my late client, MV. Stafford Finney ? 

" Cate? " exclaimed the milliner. " What !— ‘> the 
man dead, then ? " 

" Dear me ! " said Mr. Bexendale. “ Have you not 

i 



THE DIAMONDS 


T 

heard the sad news, ma'am—I thought everybody in 
the town knew of it—it's the gossip of the day," 
"That’s just why I haven’t heard it, then," replied 
Miss Driscoll. " I hate gossip. I won’t have it in my 
shop or workroom, and none of the girls dare to in¬ 
troduce it—this is a working establishment. But 
what is the news, if it’s about Finney? " 

'* My dear madam," said Mr. Bexendale soothingly, 
as if he feared that Miss Driscoll might faint or show 
great signs of distress. “ Death comes to one and all. 
Our late friend-" 

" He was no friend of mine, that I know of," ex¬ 
claimed Miss Driscoll. 

" We do not always know our friends," observed 
Mr. Bexendale sententiousiy. " Our late friend," he 
continued, " is no moie. He met a terrible, but I 
believe, from expert testimony, a very swift and, 
therefore, painless death—he fell—Miss Driscoll, into a 
cauldron of molten glass at the glass works where he 
was employed as night-watchman, and was, of course, 
instantly killed. They tell me," said Mr. Bexendale, 
edging his chair a little closer and dropping his voice 
to a more confidential whisper, " they tell me, ma’am, 
that even now the very buttons on his clothing and the 
wire work on his wooden leg would be consumed 
within an incredibly short space of time—such is the 
terrible power of the lieat." 

“ Will he w6rk up into glass bottles ? " asked Miss 
Driscoll. _ ** 

AJjS^Sexendale lifted his hands. 

^ Not a vestige of him remains, ma’am/* he 
rcx^Iied. 
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“ Then that,’* said Miss Driscoll, " is the complete 
end of the man ? ” % 

" Absolutely complete,” murmured the solicitor. 

Miss Driscoll regarded her visitor with a medita¬ 
tive air. 

“ Well,” sad she, “ and what has all this to do 
with me ? ” 

“ Much, my dear madam,” replied Mr. Bexendale. 

'* Your deceased friend-” 

" Stop,” said Miss Driscoll, interrupting the solicitor 
with lifted hand. “ What's the use of using terms 
that don't apply. Finney was no friend .of mine—all I 
know of him was just this—he happened a few yeais 
ago to have a rather bad fall in the street opposite my 
shop, and I had him brought in and attended*to, and 
I think he was a little smitten-" 

“ Very much so, ma’am, and with reason,” mur¬ 
mured Mr. Bexendale, rubbing his hands and smiling. 

*“ Anyway,” continued Miss Driscoll, “ he wrote me 
two or three very queer, eccentric letters, asking me 
to marry him, which was, of course, quite out of the 
question. I don’t see,” she concluded, rubbing her 
chin with a meditative air, “ I don't see that you 
could call him a friend just because of that.” 

“ Anybody is a friend who docs one a friendly action,” 
said Mr. Bexendale. “ Mr. Finney, ma’am, has proved 
his friendship for you.” 

“How?” asked Miss Driscoll, still\puzzled and 
wondering. • 

Mr. Bexendale leaned across the table, loofu,; 1 , at 
his vis-a-vis with great impressment, and breatheS* 
the momentous announcement in a triumphant whisper. 

t 
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" He has left you everything he had ! " 

The effect of this news upon Jfiss Driscoll was re¬ 
markable. Up to that point she had listened to Mr. 
Bexendale with some signs of impatience, as if she 
thought him wasteful of her valuable time; now, 
however, she assumed a business-like air and her 
attitude underwent an entire change. She rose from 
her seat without a word, walked over to the door, 
opened it, stepped outside into the shop and called 
upstairs. 

" Miss Brice ! " 

A voice replied from above. 

" Yes, Miss Driscoll/’ 

" Miss Brice, I'm engaged in my sitting-room, and 
am not *to be disturbed. If you hear the shop bell 
come down yourself. And don’t interrupt me on any 
account." 

" Very well, Miss Driscoll.’* 

Then the milliner came back, closed the door, and 
resumed her seat. But this time her look was earnest 
and her tone brisk, as she confronted the man of law. 

" Now, then, Mr. Bexendale." she said, " tell me all 
about it. You say that the poor fellow has left me 
all his money ? ” 

" Here, ma’am, is the will—executed three months 
ago," answered the solicitor, producing a legal looking 
document. “ It is a very simple will—Finney had no 
relations, andfhe devises everything of which he was 
possessed to you absolutely.’’' 

sure I’m very much obliged to him,”-said Miss 
*T 5 ri 80 oll. " And pray how much might he have to 
leave—not much, I expect ? " 
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Mr. Baxaadald coughed behind his hand. He drew 
out another paper from his pocket, put on a pair 
of gold-framed pince-nez, and glanced the paper 
over. 

“ Well, ma’am,” said he, “ the truth is, my late client 
was about as cute a man as any person I ever knew. 
His night-watclunanship was a mere nothing—in real 
truth Finney had a money-lending business, which he 
ran under the name of Crowther—you’ve heard of it, 
I dare say—and lie had done well out of it. I am not 
absolutely certain,” continued Mr. Bexendale, as he 
scrutinised his paper, " but I think I may say that 
there will be at least twenty thousand poiutds—not 
less, at any rate.” 

A sudden vision flashed across Miss Diiscojl’s mind 
—a vision of Castle Cleerycrow, with the Shannon 
flowing beneath the gray wall and green lawns, a 
vision of the old debts paid off, and the family honour 
restored. She rose and paced rapidly across the little 
parlour, and it was with an effort that she retained her 
composure. 

” I can’t help feeling this, Mr. Bexendale,” she said, 
looking at the solicitor with glistening eyes. “ I’ve 
been working ever since I was a girl of twenty-one in 
order to pay off old family debts, and it would have 
taken me ten years longer to do it. Now I can do it 
at once—thanks to that poor fellow’s generosity—and 
if it's all true.” 

‘“It's as true as the £>lessed Gospel, Miss Driscoll,” 
returned Mr. Bexendale. “ It may take a weeks 
to settle everything, but your fortune will very sc^ 
be in your hands. And the amount I mentioned is 
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the lowest estimate of it—I should sav the full value 
is nearer twenty-five than twenty^ thousand.’' 

“ I shall be obliged if you will act for me, Mr. Bexcn- 
dale,” said Miss Driscoll. “ Ferhaps, if I call upon you 
in a day or two, you'll explain everything.” 

“ My services, ma’am, are at your command,” 
replied the solicitor. " There is one matter which needs 
immediate attention. The glass works people need 
the cottage which my late client used and they want 
the furniture to be cleared out. As the furniture is 
now yours, you had better look it over and give Brown, 
the auctioneer, an order to remove and sell it. It's 
of no use to you.” 

Miss Driscoll concurred in this suggestion, and said 
that sliei would walk round to the glass works that 
night, inspect the property, and give instructions as 
to its disposal. Mr. Bexendale thereupon s'hook 
hands with her three times, congratulated her more 
fervently than ever, and took his leave. 



CHAPTER II 


MISS DRISCOLL FINDS THE DIAMONDS 

About seven o’clock that evening Miss Driscoll, who, 
during the process of taking tea alone in her parlour 
had thought of many things, and had resolved °everal 
lines of conduct, left her establishment to the care of 
the general servant, and set out for the cottage in the 
yard of the glass works in order to inspect the late 
Mr. Finney's household effects. She walked quickly 
through the town and along the river side to the glass 
works wharf: at the side door by winch Finney had 
admitted himself and Hollins to his place on the previous 
evening, she followed out certain instructions given 
her by Mr. Bexendale and rang the bell. The summons 
was presently responded to by a man who, at sight 
of Miss Driscoll, stepped back, held the door open, and 
.invited her to enter. 

" 1 promised Mr. Bexendale that I would call this 
evening in order to look over the furniture left by 
poor Finney/’ said Miss Driscoll, in explanation of her 
presence. 

“ Yes'm,” answered the man. " Mr.^Bexendale sent 
round to tell me. I'm, the new watchman in Finney’s 
place/.' ^ 

" I hope you’ll not meet with a similar fate/’ said 
, Miss Driscoll. 
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" I'll take good care o’ that, ma'am l" replied the 
new night-watchman with considerable confidence. 
" If Finney hadn't been up to some queer game or 
other he'd have slept in his own bed to-night." 

" Wliat game was he up to, then ? " asked Miss 
Driscoll. 

“ Nay, that’s what nobody'll ever know," answered 
the man. " But he’d no business where he was, nor to 
do what he was doing," 

"Why, what was he doing?" asked Miss Driscoll, 
who, as sole residuary legatee of the departed, felt 
rather more than ordinary curiosity as to Finney's last 
deeds. " I thought he fell into the tank by accident." 

The new night-watchman, who was comfortably 
attired in, his shirt sleeves, a sure sign that he was 
enjoying the evening in a luxurious state of ease, and 
who had a short clay pipe in full blast, spat om the 
cinders at his feet in a fashion that bespoke him a 
true philosopher. 

" Why, so he did in the end," he replied, " but what 
had he gone there for ? What I say is just this here, 
ma'am, that there was a considerablish amount o' 
mystery about our departed friend’s latter end. Joe 
Clarke it was as see it happen, and Joe Clarke has been 
drinkin' all day to sort o' forget what it was he seen. 
I'll lay out that if you was to walk into the bar parlour 
o' the 4 Green Man/ just across the wharf there, 'at 
you'd find Joe £’arke telling the story for the hundredth 
time this blessed day, and maybe colouring it a bit, 
'cos of tKo drink he's taken very free. But L heard 
Joe Clarke tell what he seen within ten minutes of the 
time when he seen it." 
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" And what did Joe Clarke see ? ” asked Miss 
Driscoll. 

“ What Joe Clarke seen,” answered the new night- 
watchman, ” was this here. He comes into the yard 
at a time when he hadn’t no call to be there, and gets 
in by a way only known to him and a few of his pals, 
his motive being to have a sleep in a warm corner of 
the kiln, him having been out Ledsham way, doing a 
bit of a poaching expedition, and not wantin' to knock 
up his old woman at unreasonable hours, and he sees 
Finney carrying a heavy sack up the planks to a spot 
overlooking one of the kilns and a trying to sling the 
sack over into the pot, and he calls out to him and 
axes what he was doing there, and Finney turns sharp 
round to speak to him, or seemingly to do so, and he 
slips on his wooden leg and over the whole lot goes, 
sack and everything. And Joe Clarke, he says, that 
Finney gave one yell that he’ll hear to his dying day, 
and that’s why he's been trying to get drunk ail day 
at the ‘ Green Man'—an’ I reckon it’ll take some 
doing, for he’s fair upset i’ his mind by what he'd seen 
and heard, is Joe Clarke.” 

” What could he have in the sack ? ” said Miss 
Driscoll speculatively. " Something that he wanted to 
destroy, I should think.” 

” Summat o’ that sort, no doubt,” answered the 
night-watchman. " But Lord sakes, who'll be able to 
tell—there's nowt 'at ever went into one o’ them pots 
o’‘metal 'at ever com§ out—it's like hell itself in one 
o* them, axin' your pardon, ma’am.” ^ 

^ I should like,” said Miss Driscoll, " to s 
Tthe place where the accident occurred—the place 



140 THD DIAMONDS 

where Finney fell in, you know. Is it possible to 
do so ? " 

" Not the exact spot, ma'am, it isn’t," answered the 
night watchman, " cause the maister had it bricked in 
this morning. But I can give you a peep at poor 
Finney's sepulchre, as you might call it, in a way of 
speaking, through one of the drawholes, if you’ll step 
this way." 

Miss Driscoll followed her obliging guide across the 
yard to one of the curiously shaped buildings, at whose 
architecture she had often wondered on the occasions 
whereon she had taken her walks abroad in the country, 
and had gazed back at the town from some slight 
eminence. She found herself under a sort of shed 
high above which rose a species of sugar loaf shaped 
chimney, at the base of which was the furnace, acccro 
to which was gained by a number of small holes, now 
protected by iron doors. Although these doors were 
all shut, the heat which penetrated brick and iron was 
terrible in its fierceness, and Miss Driscoll found her¬ 
self gasping for breath. 

" What fearful heat 1 " she said. " Do the men woik 
in this ? " 

" This is nowt," said the night-watchman, " to what 
it is when all the drawhote doors is open. Here, take 
hold of this, ma’am, and shade your face with it." 

He handed Miss Driscoll a square of thick blue 
glass, set in a ^ffood frame to which was attached a 
holder. When she had placed .this protection before 
her face ir* the desired way the night watchman seized 
airon rod which lay handy to open the door of the 
drawhole. 
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" There/' he said. " If that ain't like what they 
tells you at chapel ebout the bottomless pit I don’t 
know what is ! " 

Such a burst of heat as Miss Driscoll could not have' 
imagined pulled out of the drawhole and seemed to 
take her breath away. She kept her position bravely, - 
and, peering through the protecting blue glass, looked 
inside the furnace. What she saw seemed to her the 
very incarnation of the spirit of lire—a molten, seeth¬ 
ing mass of metal, glowing at white heat, with subtle 
. wicked-looking, curling flames twisting and darting 
over its surface. The mere thought of what must 
happen to a human being who fell into* such a sea of 
living flame made Miss Driscoll shudder, and a sudden 
feeling of nausea came over her. She stepped hastily 
back and dropped the blue glass. 

" It’s awful," she said, shuddering again while the 
night-watchman closed the door of the drawhole. 

I couldn't have conceived it. What a terrible 
late." 

" Ah," said the night-watchman laconically, “ If 
you'd to drop a coin in there it'd melt up like a lump 
o’ sugar in a cup of tea." 

They walked back across the yard to the cottage in 
silence—Miss Driscoll w r as meditating upon the generous 
Finney’s hapless fate, the new night-watchman was 
wondering whether, as he was now to take up his 
quarters in the cottage, he had better not buy a 
bit of the furniture there cheap. He broached the 
-matter to Miss Driscoll as they entered the cottage 
✓together. '• 

V “ I did hear from Mr. Bexendale's young man as 
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how Finney has left all his belongings to you, 
ma'am/’ he said, by way of introducing the subject. 

“ I expect there's more than one thing in the cottage 
here that you'll have no use for, and as I'm going 
to live in it I thought we might make a bit of a 
bargain." 

" I was thinking of selling everything,” replied Miss 
Driscoll. " I don’t suppose there is anything at all 
that I shall require. Anything that you wish to buy 
you may have at a reasonable price." 

Then she stepped into the living room and looked 
about her at the late Finney's household goods. The 
room was pretty much as it had been left by the dead 
man, for the new night-watchman had not yet entered 
into posression, and conspicuous amongst the objects 
which it contained were the two whisky bottles which 
Mr. Hollins had emptied on his arrival at the harbour 
of refuge which was to prove his grave. The new 
night-watchman indicated these, standing side by side 
on the little table, with an outstretched forefinger and 
a shake of the head. 

" There was a deal of talk about them two spirit 
bottles this morning, when things came to be looked 
into," he said. " If them two bottles could talk they 
could tell more than a bit." 

“ Why ? " asked Miss Driscoll, who saw nothing 
remarkable in the presence of two empty bottles. 

" Why, ma'/in ! 'Cause Finney, whatever his other 
faults and vices, as they call them, may ha' been, was 
never a drinker. Nobody ever saw him take - if" c- 
^:han a single glass at any time. And yet," continued, 
the new night-watchman, " what's the facts ? t{ 

1 
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came out when they went into things a bit this morn¬ 
ing that, night atone last, Finney bought them two 
bottles o’ whisky at Linacre’s, and there they were 
this morning empty. Supped the two on 'em, he had 
-—a strange thing for Finney to do.” 

Miss Driscoll looked at the bottles once more as 
folk look at the gruesome objects in police museums 
She turned away from them with a feeling that it was 
just as well that inanimate objects cannot speak. 

” Well,” she said, " let's see the furniture.” 

Looking about her, her eyes, quick to recognise 
anything good, fell on the old bureau in which Finney 
stored his papers, and in which at that moment the 
diamond necklace was safely hidden. It was a pretty 
specimen of the best work of the Chippendale period, 
and Miss Driscoll, who had a passion for old furniture, 
fell in love with it as soon as she saw it. 

” I'll keep that myself,” she said, and she went over 
to it and tried the drawers, only to find that they were 
all locked. ” I wonder where the keys are ? ” she said 
meditatively. 

“ Where whatever there might be left o' Finney is, 
ma'am, I should say,” remarked her companion. 
'* Finney would have 'em in his pocket, you may be 
certain.” 

Miss Driscoll completed her survey of the rest of 
the dead man’s belongings in one comprehensive 
glance. With the exception of an old lustre jug, which 
she immediately took down from its shelf aqjjJ retained 
hand, there was nothing that she cared to 
possess. * 

' “That's a! that I want," she remarked. "Nbw 
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show me what you would like to buy, and we’ll settle 
that—no, stop—we won’t do thaf, for I haven’t time 
to bother about it. I'll tell the auctioneer to let you 
keep anything you fancy, at a fair price—then he can 
cart the rest away.” 

" Very good, ma’am,” said the new occupant. 

“ That'll do for me. And about this old birrou, as 
you seem to have taken a fancy to ? ” 

Miss Driscoll tapped the top of the bureau with the 
end of her taper fingers. 

" Do you know anybody about here who has such a. 
thing as a strong hand-cart ? ” she asked. " Because 
if you do I'll take the bureau away with me 
to-night.” 

"Ay,” # said the man, "there’s Tom Metcalfe, just 
at the back o’ the works, has a good ’un. Shall I 
slip round and fetch him, ma'am.” 

” Do, if you please,” answered Miss Driscoll. Site 
remained alone in the cottage while the new- night- 
watchman sped on his errand, and by the light of a 
tallow candle examined the surroundings and wondered 
a great deal about a great many things. When the 
men returned with the band-cart she superintended 
the removal of the bureau: that done, she presented 
the late Finney’s successor with half-a-crown and told 
him that she would give strict orders to the auctioneer 
to be reasonable in the matter of price, and then 
followed Tom/Metcalfc through the town as he con¬ 
veyed the,bureau to the shop vftth the green doof and 
the Liberty curtains. 

* When the bureau had been deposited in the shop 
&nd its porter dismissed, Miss Driscoll, having made 

I 
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sure that curtains and blinds were duly drawn, pro¬ 
duced a large bunch pf keys and made careful attempts 
to open the various draweis. She knew that there 
would be nothing particularly complicated about any 
of the locks and it was not very long before she found 
a key of her own which opened any of the drawers 
in the bureau, all of which, as she had fully expected, 
because of her knowledge of such tilings, were fitted 
hh locks of the same pattern. And this purpose 
having been effected, Mis3 Driscoll, who possessed as 
much curiosity as any of the rest of her sex, proceeded 
to examine the miscellaneous contents of the bureau. 

She found all sorts of odds and ends—papers, 
account books, clippings from newspapers, scraps of 
literature which had evidently pleased the dead man 
and been cut out from all manner of sources, memo¬ 
randa relating to various transactions, an old Bible, 
several flutes, a set of chess men, and a good deal of 
fubbi^fu which she determined to consign to the flames 
or the dust-heap. And without the least expectation 
of discovering anything valuable, she came upon the 
diamond necklace. 

• ' Miss Driscoll was a practical and a sensible woman 
—it is true that she could not help uttering a little 
sdream when the stones blazed forth in all their fire 
and beauty, but she did nothing more than just wrap 
them up again and carry them into her own parlour, 
where she was quite free from observation. There 
she examined them v^ith a long critical inspection. 

knew a good deal about diamonds, for*old Lady 
Pride’s v'ore famous, and her ladyship had educated* 
her maids in the points of good qualky and excellence.' 
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Miss Driscoll looked carefully at every stone in the 
necklace, mentally appraising its ralue, and when she 
at last wrapped this strange new possession up she 
said to herself that the diamonds were worth at least 
fifty thousand pounds. 

That night the diamond necklace reposed beneath 
Miss Driscoll’s pillow. It was characteristic of her 
that, although the events of the day had placed Iter in 
possession of a vasv and unexpected fortune, she slept 
as calmly as if nothing had happened. 



CHAPTER III 


MR. BEXENDALE’S PRODIGAL SON 

It so happened that the day following that on which 
the fortune and the diamonds fell into Miss Driscoll’s 
hands, as ripe fruit sometimes falls at the very feet 
of the unsuspecting stranger, who walks meditatively 
through an orchard, was a Sunday, and Miss Driscoll 
was glad of it. She wanted to be quiet, in order that 
she might carry out a seemingly desirable task and 
give, herself up to severe thought. With these objects 
in vidw she gave her maid-of-all-work a whole day's 
holiday, remarking that she thought Selina looked 
run do^ji and would be all the better for a rest, and 
that she herself, having no particular desire for a hot 
dinner, would dispense w ith the usual Sunday feast and 
make out upon a cold lunch. By eleven o’clock 
Selina had departed, and Miss Driscoll had the house 
to herself, and she immediately began to carry the 
seemingly desirable task into effect. 

This was nothing more or less than a minute search 
through all the late Mr. Finney’s effects as comprised 
in the bureau for any document, paper, entry in 
account or memorandum book, or for ahy reference 
whatever to the diamond necklace. She ha? thought 
the thing over since early morning, and had deter- - 
mined that Finney must have come into possession of 

M7 
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the gems in the way of business. She remembered Mr, 
Bexendale's statement that Finney had, in secret, been 
a money-lender in a rather large way of business—it 
occurred to her that the diamond necklace had been 
lodged with him as security for a loan. This theory 
seemed to her so good a one that she adopted it as the 
probable explanation of the real truth, and she then 
naturally wanted to know to whom the diamonds 
really belonged. It seemed to her that Finney must 
possess some record of the transaction, and she deter¬ 
mined to search his papers and books thoroughly. 
Hence the dismissal of Selina for the better part of 
the day. 

But though she went through every scrap of paper 
in the bireau. Miss Driscoll found no reference to the 
diamonds. She came across a memoranda of curious 
and interesting transactions in which Finney had 
figured at one time or another, but across nothing 
relating to the gems. When she had exhausted the 
contents of the bureau she was just as wise as ever as 
regarded the question of ownership. The diamond 
necklace might belong to her as the late Mr. Statford 
Finney's sole residuary legatee, or it might belong to 
some great personage who had left it with Mr. Finney 
as security. It was perfectly obvious that it must 
belong to somebody, said Miss Driscoll to herself: 
diamond necklaces of a presumable value of fifty 
thousand povnds do not travel about the world 
ownerless, it the diamonds had come into Mr. Finney's 
possession in a legitimate way (and she knew nothing 
' of him that could suggest they did not) and had become 
liis rightful property, why then, they were now hers. 
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That was really the question which Miss Driscoll 
wanted to settle—v*erc the diamonds hers or were 
they the property of some other person who might 
turn up at an awkward moment and lay claim to 
them ? That was the first matter winch claimed 


Miss Driscoll's attention that Sunday morning. The 
second was a careful consideration of her future plans. 
11 was quite out of the question that she, who was now 
a rich woman, should wish to remain longer in a small 
manufacturing town in Yorkshire, surrounded by coal 
pits and slag heaps. No—she wanted to go back to 
Lor own native land, and to that particular corner of it 
which she loved best: she wanted tt> pay off her 
fother's creditors and hold her head high again before 
folk who had said nasty things about him,*and she 
wanted to do all this as quickly as possible. But there 
was her business to consider : a good business and a 
paying one, and Miss Driscoll was far too much of a 
slirewe^ and practical woman to forget it. She must 
make some arrangement about it—sell it or arrange 
for Miss Brice to carry it on in her name. But, best of 
all, she would sell it to Brice, if Brice had the money 
v. herewith to buy it. Miss Driscoll resolved that if 
Trice had not the money, or only part of it she would 
be easy with her—she would let the purchase money 
be regarded as a loan, to be paid off according to 
Brice's ability. What she chiefly desired was to 
get her affairs settled in England as quickly as possible 
so tliat she could return to the banks of Shannon 
and carry out the desire of her heart, which had been 
t/er present, ever eager, for close on twenty years. 
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enough to believe that men are much wiser than them¬ 
selves, and that of all sagacious men the man of law is 
most sagacious. In pursuance of this belief she re¬ 
paired during the course of the following afternoon to 
Mr. Bexendale's office in order to consult him on the 
matter of the diamonds and the speedy winding-up 
of her affairs. She had taken the opportunity earlier 
in the day of having a little chat with Miss Brice’as 
to the latter’s purchase of the business, and had 
ascertained that there would be no difficulty in 
arranging that little matter. Miss Brice had been long 
enough with Miss Driscoll to know that the business 
yielded very handsome profits, and she was not only 
willing to buy it outright but to pay cash for the good¬ 
will, fittings, and stock-in-trade; her father, a respect¬ 
able tradesman, having recently died and left her a 
fortune of a few hundreds of pounds. So now there 
was nothing to detain Miss Driscoll but the actual 
settling of the late Mr. Finney's affairs, and £hat she 
determined to push forward to the best of her ability. 

When Miss Driscoll entered Mr. Bexendale's office 
she was received by Mr. Bexendale's son, a young 
gentleman who at certain intervals of his life might 
be found there, discharging the duties of clerk in a 
perfunctory fashion, but whose absences from even 
such a mild form of labour were so frequent that no 
one ever knew whether he might be found at the office 
or not. It was rather well known in the town that 
Mr. Bexendile's son was a bad lot. He had betrayed 
from boyhood a strong propensity to walk in. evil 
* ways—fie was fond of a fast and vicious life, and he 
had caused his father rather more trouble than is 
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usually given to parents by a choice assortment of 
unruly children. It t was extremely unfortunate that 
Mr. Bexendale was a soft-hearted, indulgent, easy¬ 
going man who had lost his wife at an early stage of 
married life, and had not been sensible enough to give 
the boy a step-mother. The youngster, left to the 
care of servants, had grown tip as he pleased, done 
as he pleased, and had steadily refused to please any¬ 
body else. Kis father had intended him to follow 
his own profession, and had placed him at a good 
school, from which he ran away so often that the 
authorities at last m3de it impossible for him to return. 
He had been duly articled to his father, and was sup¬ 
posed to be reading law at moments when he was 
playing billiards, attending horse races, or % drinking 
bitter beer in tap-rooms. He had gone up for his 
preliminary several times with an air of great assur¬ 
ance, and had been ploughed every time. Now, at 
the a^e of twenty-two, he was a mere hanger-on at 
his father's house and office, and there were times 
when his father did not know where he was, for he 
would absent himself suddenly, without excuse or 
reason, and come back just as suddenly, without as 
much as by-your-leavc. In short, Mr. Ninian Bexen¬ 
dale was a thorough young wrecker, who had no 
principles of any good description and desired nothing 
but the satisfaction of his own low and selfish vices. 

He was by no means an unpleasant looking young 
man, this good-for-nothing, however, an^he received 
Miss "Driscoll with a smile and a bow whicil she took 
to be indicative of amiability on his part. He war 
rather tall and slim of figure, pale of face, with a dark' 
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silky moustache that curled about a mouth which 
indicated selfishness rather than weakness of character, 
small, crafty eyes, and a general expression of insin¬ 
cerity. Yet he made at first sight a good impression, 
because he was always very well dressed, and Miss 
Driscoll looked perhaps more at his clothes than at 
him. She exchanged a word or two with him as he 
conducted her to his father's room, and Mr. Nihian 
Bexendale’s tongue was unusually polite, for he knew 
all about the Finney will and its results to Miss Driscoll. 

Having shown Miss Driscoll into the presence, Mr. . 
Ninian Bexendale executed a singular flank mo ve¬ 
il- mt. Being one of those persons who like to be 
fully informed of whatever is going on in their im¬ 
mediate n vicinity—such liking invariably springing 
from a notion that if you only hear a good deal, you 
will be certain to be able to turn something of it to 
your own advantage—this young man had sometime 
previously conceived a brilliant method of overhear¬ 
ing and overseeing all that went on in his father’s 
private office. Mr. Bexendale’s house was an ancient 
one, with many passages, deep cupboards, and similar 
arrangements in its interior economy—Ninian Bexen¬ 
dale, spying out the land, had discovered a large 
closet which opened into his father's room on one 
side and into a disused chamber on the other. He 
had further ascertained that it was never used for any 
purpose whatever, being given up, indeed, to a large 
and dusty, ^cumulation of old deeds, old ledgere, and 
old paper rubbish in general, none of which was ever 
* wanted, and was therefore never referred to. In the 
' tipper panels of the door there were several round 
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holes, presumably placed there for the purpose of 
ventilation—one of them had been artfully enlarged 
by Mr. Ninian in such a fashion that it commanded 
a full view of his father’s room. When he had first 
planned this post of advantage and observation for 
himself, he had ascertained that the door was locked 
and the key on his father’s side of it—next day, during 
his Senior’s absence he took the key from the lock and 
dropped it into the well in the yard. As for the other 
door, he took good care that its lock was well oiled 
and the key on the right side, so that he could, if he 
pleased, lock himself In. 

It was to this observatory that Ninian Bexendale 
now swiftly and noiselessly repaired—his movements 
quite unseen in a house wherein nobody but* himself, 
his father, and two old women servants resided. He 
wqs in the cupboard, and his eye was at the peephole 
almost as soon as Miss Driscoll had seated herself in the 
chair which Mr. Bexendale with great politeness placed 
for her near his desk. And from that point forward 
Ninian commanded all that was said and done. 

The first sentences exchanged between solicitor 

and client were not prolific of much interest to the 

listener. Miss Driscoll explained that for private 

reasons of her own she wished to leave the town as 

soon as possible, and had therefore arranged to sell 

her business to Miss Brice, her forewoman, and she 

would ask Mr. Bexendale to draw up the necessary 

papers^ Mr. Bexendale ^said that this should be done 

with .ail dispatch. Then Miss Driscoll said that she 

would like the late Mr. Finney’s affairs to be settled 

as soon as possible, and Mr. Bexendale replied that' 
t.d. k 
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he did not think that there need be any great delay. 
He had gone into the matter that very morning, and 
he found that things could be settled quickly. A 
very large amount of Mr. Finney's estate consisted of 
ready cash lying at his bankers in Leeds; the re¬ 
mainder was in short loans at high percentages, all of 
which could be called in at once. 

“ Well, there's another matter I want to consult you 
about, Mr. Bexendale," said Miss Driscoll. “ Out of 
Mr. Finney's furniture I selected a nice old Chippen¬ 
dale bureau: I'm fond of old furniture, and I thought 
I should like to keep it. I found it to be full of papers 
of Mr. Finney's—old books, documents, and so on. 
And I found something of value, Mr. Bexendale." . 

" I shouldn't wonder, ma'am," said the solicitor. 
“ Just what I should have expected of my late client. 
A roll of bank notes, no doubt ? " „ 

“ No," answered Miss Driscoll, who believed 
thoroughly in Mr. Bexendale's good faith, and had 
decided in her own mind that her best plan was to be 
perfectly straightforward with her solicitor. “ No—a 
diamond necklace, Mr. Bexendale." 

" A diamond necklace ? Dear me," said the solicitor. 
" Now what could Finney be doing with a diamond 
necklace? Strange thing, indeed. Is the ornament 
of much value, do you think, ma'am ? " 

Without replying, Miss Driscoll turned to a small 
travelling bag of dark green crocodile leather which 
she had fought with her and had set on the edge of 
Mr. Bexendale’s desk. She opened the clasp, put 
her hand into the bag, drew it out, and held up the 
'•necklace to the solicitor's wondering gaze. 
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" God bless my soul, ma'am/' gasped Mr. Bexen- 
dale. " Do—do you* think they're real ? " 

" I know they're real," said Miss Driscoll with great 
emphasis. “ Lady Pryde taught me all that an 
amateur can know of diamonds. I know they're real, 
Mr. Bexendale, and I can tell you within a few hun¬ 
dreds of what they’re worth. Fifty thousand pounds." 

“ Fifty thousand pounds. God bless me i And 
found in Finney’s bureau. What a marvellous thing 1 " 
said the solicitor, in a burst of exclamation. " How 
do you account for it, ma’am." 

" Well, Mr. Bexendale, I've formed my own theory," 
replied Miss Driscoll. " I've searched high and low, 
but I can't find a scrap of writing that refers to these 
diamonds. My notion is that Finney either 1 acquired 
them in payment of a debt, or that they're in pledge 
to him for a loan." 

“ Excellent, ma'am, excellent. That must be the 
explanation," said Mr. Bexendale. " And what do 
you propose to do in the matter ? " 

" Simply this," replied Miss Driscoll: "If Finney 
took them in payment of a debt, these diamonds are 
how my sole property, by law. If he held them as 
senility for a loan, why, then, the person to whom 
they belong must produce evidence of it to me, and 
pay me the amount of the loan, and interest. Other¬ 
wise, Mr. Bexendale"—here Miss Driscoll put the 
necklace back into the bag and snapped the clasp— 
" otherwise, I shall stick to the diamonds^ 

" Well, my dear madam," said Mr. Bexendale, " I 
must say that I think you're quite right in your state¬ 
ment of the legal position, though it's a pity there 1 ** 
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no memoranda of any transaction. But, goodness 
gracious! you're not going to®keep fifty thousand 
pounds’ worth of diamonds in the house with you ? " 

“ No," replied Miss Driscoll. " Now that I’ve seen 
you I am going straight to the bank to have the 
necklace locked up safely until the morning I leave 
for Ireland. Then I'll put the package into this bag 
and secure it to my waist by a thin steel chain—you 
can trust me to take care of anything that's valuable, 
Mr. Bexendale. And now you’ll hurry matters for¬ 
ward as quickly as you can, won’t you ? " 

Mr. Bexendale once more promised to do his best 
in every way, and Miss Driscoll departed, carrying 
the green bag with her. When she had gone Ninian 
BexendaVe quietly left his hiding-place, went down¬ 
stairs, put on his overcoat and hat, told the boy in 
the outer office that he wouldn't be back that after¬ 
noon, and strolled away in the direction of the Station 
Hotel. He took a meditative drink at the bar .there, 
and then crossed to the station and bought a ticket 
for Leeds. 



CHAPTER IV 


THE CONTRIVING OF A CONSPIRACY 

Mr. Ninian* Bexendale, as he journeyed towards 
Leeds, was conscious that his mind was torn by many 
conflicting emotions. It was not a great mind, that 
\frhich lay concealed ’ somewhere within the convolu¬ 
tions of his brain, but it was an exceedingly acute 
one, especially when its possessor saw the slightest 
chance of benefiting or indulging himself. A$ present 
it was filled and a little perplexed by three different 
sejs of emotions—wonder, at the magnificence and 
value of the diamond necklace which Miss Driscoll had 
produced from the green bag; envy, that so much 
wealth should be at somebody else’s, and not at his, 
Ninian Bexendale's, disposal; speculation, as to how 
the property could be transferred from its present 
holder to himself. Ninian had a fair knowledge of 
human nature: he knew that when Miss Driscoll 
declared the value of the diamonds to be fifty thousand 
pounds, Miss Driscoll was somewhere near the truth. 
Fifty thousand pounds!—the mere reiteration of the 
words made him sick with longing and desire. He 
woufeb have sold his joul for one-fiftiefch^Jthe sum, 
if the devil would only have paid him in ready 
cash. 

It may be as well to relate of this young gentleman 
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lhat from his youth upward he had been given to 
lefarious practices. At an early age he abstrapted 
stamps from the office drawer, and was cunning 
mough never to sell them over the counter of the 
lown post-office, keeping them, rather, until chance 
yr fortune took him to some other place where he 
was not known. Later on, he appropriated postal 
orders and petty cash in the same way; at a still 
'ater period, being entrusted by his fpo-confiding 
father with the task of collecting sundry small and 
much over-due accounts, he had received the money 
and put it in his own pocket. Upon one occasion liB 
had successfully forged his father's signature to a 
small cheque, and the forgery was so skilfully carried 
out that,Mr. Bexendale had not been able to say that 
it was not his. Ninian, in short, was bom to the 
predatory—-where his instincts came from no one 
who knew his family could tell; but his earliest play¬ 
mates could have told you that from childhoo^ 
sole interest in life seemed to lie in cheating, picking 
and stealing. He was one of that order of the human 
race whose instincts of theft are aroused by the sight 
of a sixpence that does not belong to them, and who 
could not be left alone m a dining-room where the 
dessert had been laid out, without pocketing the 
peaches. 

All the way between Castleford and Leeds, Ninian 
Bexendale's brains were steadily occupied with the 
problem—I$6w to get hold of Miss Driscoll's diamonds ? 
Long bef6re he had made a noiseless exit from the 
cupboard he had recognised one fact as being what 
he called a dead certainty—the job could not be worked 
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single-handed. It was a pity, but it couldn't be 
helped. He would much have liked to have had the 
swag entirely to and for himself; but he saw no 
more prospect of that than of carrying away the Monu¬ 
ment on a hand cart. Big affairs like that, he knew, 
must be worked in couples, if not in gangs. So long 
as this could be worked by a couple Ninian felt that 
he \sg|uld be content—he would certainly have liked 
to have ful^vulae, but, if he could not get it, he would 
put up with half. But he wished no further finger 
in the pie—two hands were quite enough. 

" So long as Dick and I can work it," he said to 
himself as the train wormed its way through the grime 
,gstja gloom of Huuslet, into the smoke-sodden atmos- 
v J&fere of Leeds, ** so long as Dick and I cart work it 
—by{ ourselves—I shan’t care. There'd be a fortune 
fca: each of us if the tiling’s properly worked out. 
But we musn't have even a third partner in it— 

With these thoughts in his mind, Mr. Ninian Bex- 
endale got out of the train, left the station and turned 
fejlSpar Lane, which sombre thoroughfare-—it being 
tneff jfearly six o’clock in the evening—-was crowded 
with/ folk who were on their way home. He pushed 
his way through the crowds, taking no notice of any¬ 
thing, until he came to Briggate. There he turned 
sharply round towards the bridge, and, within a 
hundnfed yards of it, stepped out of the street into a 
narrefty alley and into 3 shop, from the of which 
a barber’s pole projected. He did not glance at thfs 
window as he entered—that being none of his busi¬ 
ness ; if he had, his eyes would have fallen, for 
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perhaps the thousandth time, on certain gilt letters, 
picked out on a chocolate background: 

RICHARD CLAYE, 

I, 

Hairdresser and Tobacconist. 

Ninian passed through a little shop, at the c^unftfr 
of which a yellow-haired young lady presided over a 
somewhat meagre-looking stock of tobacco and pipes, 
and cigarettes, with no more than a curt nod to its 
occupant, and pushed open the door of the haircutting 
room beyond. This was not much more pretentious 
than the tobacconist's shop outside—it was furnish d 
with shabby plush lounges, running round three sides; 
a couple of marble tables, fitted with mirrors and 
adjuncts to the toilets, and a similar number of shaving 
chairs. The walls were adorned with advertisements 
of tobacco, pictures of famous racehorses an^ vOiS- 
known jockeys, and with the play bills of the various 
theatres and music trails within the city. It was a 
plain, somewhat shabby little place, and ha&fc^afr". 
about it which suggested that it was notv exaotlj* 
that it appeared to be. 

a a jfc i n 

Two persons were present in the room when'^Ninian 
Bexendale pushed open the ; swing door and walked 
in. One, a pale-faced man of thirty, had laid aside 
his barber's apron and was obviously preparing him* 
self for /^parture by brushing a somewhat Tweedy 
black coat which was intended to supplement an 
equally seedy vest and trousers. The other, a rather 
handsome, full-habited man of forty or forty-five, with 
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a cl&if* shaven face, dark hair, curling at the temples, 
and* a pair of quick, mobile eyes, stood leaning against 
the fire-place, cleaning and polishing his finger-nails. 
He looked up from his task and met Ninian Bexen- 
dale's inquiring eyes, which threw him a suggestion 
as they met his own. 

.r“ Well I ” he said, " how are you ? ” 

** Row are you ? ” responded Ninian. 11 Knocking 
off for' the aay ? ” 

" Just "about,” said the other, returning his nail 
scissors to his waistcoat pocket. 

" I've a bit of time to spare,” said Ninian carelessly. 
" I/-thought perhaps you'd like to have a hundred at 
^ards ? ” 


Ho objection at all, my boy. I'll just go through 
the *4ash, lock up, and be with you in half-a-mo,” 
said Mr. Ciaye, bustling cheerfully into the 
tobacconist's shop. "Take a seat—there's the 
livihMg Post.” 

Ninian, $at down on the faded velvet lounge, picked 
j y tfr e paper, and turned to the racing news. ' The 
man put on his coat, picked up a small 
bag; "‘Good-night, sir,” in a subdued voice, and 
won# njs way through the swing door. A faint jingle 
of cash ^sounded in the shop and died away: then the 
yellow haired young woman came out, put on her hat 
and jacket before one of the mirrors, patted her back 
hair,sfhook her skirts, and went away als<^ the hair¬ 
dresser and tobacconist'appeared again, shading coins 
into his trousers' pocket. 

"Seventeen shillings and a halfpenny,” said he 
with a grin, at Ninian. “A fine lucrative business 



162 


THE DIAMONDS 


that, my son, ain’t it—sort of business that makes a 
man into a millionaire in time.” 

” It pays you, Dick, anyway,” said Mr. Ninian 
Bexendale. 

" Taking it altogether,” remarked Mr. Claye, as he 
divested his outer self of a white linen overall suit, 
and revealed himself in a well cut suit of tweed, ” itLpa^s 
the girl, the assistant, and the taxes. I pay the Sent.” 

“ And you can well afford to do it,” ^said Ninian. 
" I shouldn’t grudge it.” 

'* I never grudge anything that’s spent in the wajrof 
business, my boy. But y’know, I don’t think I can 
work this little game much longer. If the^pod 
people y[ho look after our morals get to know t^S^-. 
most of the folk who come here for a ha’por*:h o' 
matches, or to pay for a shave which they dop/t get 
are really coming to put a bit on—it’ll be shift yrfur 
quarters elsewhere,” observed Mr. Claye. 

“There’ll be some way out of the difficulty,4dtid 
Ninian. ” Come on—are you ready.” Mr. Claye 
put on a bowler hat, picked up a silver-mojintetd 
umbrella, and, having ushered his friend outrdf; .tlfe 
shop, locked the door and put the key in h^ppcSet. 

” Same old place ? ” he said. J •> . 

“ Yes,” answered Ninian. “ But—no billiards. T 
want to have a quiet talk—I’ve got the best and 
biggest thing you ever heard of. Wait till yre get 
into a conj^r.” \ 

Mr. Cl^ye displayed neither* surprise nor impatience 
—he hummed a cheerful tune as they turned into the 
street, and, crossing it, made for a tavern on the other 
side. It was not until he and his young friend were 
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seated in a very quiet corner of a deserted billiard 
room, with glasses at their elbows and cigars in their 
mouths, that he referred to Ninian’s last observation. 

“ Well ? " he said. " Out with it, my son. What's 
it about ? " 

" It’s about fifty thousand pounds’ worth of 
diamonds," answered Ninian. 

" That,remarked Mr. Claye, with a sip at his 
whisky and % soda, " is a story which I should like to 
hear about. Regard me, my boy, as an attentive 
listener." 

Ninian set forth the story in a fashion that would 
have done credit to the manufacturer of modern fiction. 
He wasted no words, he kept strictly to his garrative, 
he rfever stopped to moralise, nor went out of his 
wavAs make comments, he told a plain tale in a plain 
fashion, and the result was that at the end of the 
story, Mr. Claye, who had preserved a praiseworthy 
silence, all through, and had refrained from asking a 
single question, was in full possession of the accurate facts. 

" Well put forward, my boy," said he. " You*aought 
to ha' been one of the writing chaps. Now then, let's 
see how things stand. If the lady is so very anxious 
to. get back to Ireland we may take it as being pretty 
well certain that she’ll go there as soon as possible. 
The first thing, then, is to keep an eye on her, so that 
we shall know exactly when she starts. 

" I can engage to do that," said Ninian,. 

. “ And don't forget what depends on beihg careful 
about it," said Mr. Claye. “ If she got away without 
our knowledge the game's up. Well—the second 
thing hi, that when she goes, we must go with her." 
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“ Good Lord, how shall we manage that I *’ exclaimed 
Ninian. “ She knows me well enough by sight/' 

“ If you’ll leave all that to me, my son, I’ll so trans¬ 
form your physiognomy and your appearance that 
your own mother wouldn’t know you,” answered Mr. 
Claye. “ I'll tell you what, my lad—we'll work the 
parson-on-a-holiday racket. You'll have to sacrifice 
that sweet little moustache and play thg, ingenuous 
and very young curate. I’ll play a middle-aged 
vicar—I could make up much better as a Catholic 
priest, but there's always too many of that kidney 
going across, and I don’t quite know the ropes to pull 
with them. Leave it to me about the clothes and 
collars arid all the rest of it—I'll see you’re all right, 
and I'll make myself all right.” \ 

" Oh, of course, I know,” responded Ninian. //"But 
as regards getting hold of 'em, Dick—what do you 
propose about that ? ” . 

” Have you ever travelled to Ireland, my son ? *' 
asked Mr. Claye. 

" Twice,” replied Ninian. ” Once to the Leopards- 
town Races, and once to the Horse Show tit Dublin.” 

<r Then you'll know as well as I do,” said Mr. Claye, 
“ that there are two usual ways of proceeding to ■ the 
distressful country from this quarter of the globe— 
one by the mail, which goes by way of Holyhead and 
Kingstown, the other by the express, which goes via 
Holyhead aiyl North Wall. Now, it is a moral certainty 
that the I&dy must travel to'* Holyhead by way of 
Leeds—it's her quickest and most convenient route. 
What we must find out is—will she go by the mail 
or the express, and whether by the day mail or the 



CONTRIVING A CONSPIRACY 163 

night mail, the day express or the night express. 
Detail, my son, detail is the key to success in these 
little matters—always attend to details/' 

" Well ? " said Ninian. 

"Well, you must contrive to find out by which 
route, and at what time, and on what particular day 
the lady will travel," said Mr. Claye. “ She'll probably 
.call at your respected parent's office on the previous 
day and t^l him everything—women, always blab at 
moments lik^ that—and you must take care to overhear 
all that she has to say. Then you must come straight 
to me, be transformed, and the two of us will meet her 
on the platform of the London and' North-Western 
station and keep her in sight until we get the diamonds." 

" And how do you propose to get them J " asked 
Ninian, with emphasis. " Considering that she's going 
to attach them to her person with a steel chain ? " • 
*Mr. Claye spread out his hands: the gesture was 
careless and -indifferent. 

" During a train journey or a journey by boat— 
especially if the boat journey’s made at night," he 
said, “ a good many chances ought to occur of-’which 
I shan't fail to take advantage. Wait and see, my 
son. The first thing to do now is to come round to my 
place and let me run a tape over you so that your 
clerical clothes will be ready when you want 'em, and 
that, you know, may be soon." 

In the privacy of Mr. Claye's rooms—conveniently 
situated in a quiet street leading out of . Woodhouse 
Lane^Ninian's measufements were carefully taken 
and noted down, and then his friend gave him a care* 
ful looking over. 



i66 


THE DIAMONDS 


"You’ll be a young curate on a holiday,” he said. 
" You’ll wear a Norfolk jacket suM of very dark gray, 
with a Roman collar, and a black straw hat, which 
you’ll attach to your jacket, after the fashion of curates, 
by an elastic ribbon. You’ll wear your watch in the 
breast pocket of your Norfolk jacket, and you’ll show 
a bit of chain with a little gold cross at the end of it. 
As for myself, oh, well, leave that to me. It’ll not be- 
the first time I’ve played the parson. If \^>J can' learn 
a trick or two from an ingenuous, beardless young 
sky-pilot in your town, my son, learn it.” 

" You’re a cute ’un, Dick,” said young Mr. Bexen* 
dale. “You are, indeed.” 

" If I am, my son,” responded Mr. Claye, " it’s because 
I’ve got*to be. And now let’s go round and have a 
drink, and I’ll play you that game of billiards that we’ve 
been neglecting for an hour and a half. No-'more 
business to-night.” 

Three weeks later, Mr. Claye, closing his tobacconist 
establishment for the evening, had a wire put into his 
hands which he leisurely opened and read. It con¬ 
tained but five words. 

" Coming by next train. Bexendale .” 

Mr. Claye walked to the station and met the train. 
Ninian descended, took him aside, and whispered in 
his ear. 

"It’s all right,” he said. “She comes on from 
Castleford early to-morrow morning, and leaves here 
by the 8^ train for Dublin. By Holyhead and 
Kingstown. And she'll carry 'the stuff on her in the 
green bag-~chained to her belt.” 



CHAPTER V 


THE IRISH DAY MAIL 

At half-ps»1^ tight o'clock on the following morning 
two clergymen of liighly respectable appearance got 
out of a four-wheeled cab at the entrance of the 
London and North-Western Railway station at Leeds, 
and engaged the services of a porter, who presently 
placed upon a truck the luggage which descended 
from, the roof of the cab, and proved by its vvy aspect 
the gentility of its owners. It consisted of two port¬ 
manteaux of well-worn and yet undeniably smart ap¬ 
pearance, two bundles of rugs, walking slicks, and 
umbrellas, and two golf bags, from the mouths of 
which' protruded sticks, the leathers of which had 
evidently seen sufficient use to warrant the assertion 
that their proprietors had played on many greens.’ The 
younger clergyman, who was attired in a neat, well- 
fitting Norfolk suit of that eminently clerical stuff 
known to the trade and the general public as Oxford 
Mixture, was a pleasant-faced, mild, young curate 
sort of person, whose prevailing aspect was typical of 
a rather weak amiability; the elder was a jovial, 
kindlyrlooking middle-aged man, habited, in a care¬ 
fully, cut clerical lounge suit, who bore the unmistak¬ 
able stamp of a parson off for a holiday. He it was 

who directed the porter to place the luggage in a 
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second-class smoking compartment of the train, and to 
label the portmanteaux via Kingutown” ; he it was, 
too, who proceeded to the booking office and eyed the 
passengers assembled there with keenly critical eyes. 
From amongst them he soon picked out a tall, well- 
built woman of apparently forty years of age, who, at 
the moment he approached, opened a long travelling 
cloak and revealed a green leather bag which hung 
at her waist on the left side. He saw lje£ open the 
bag and produce from it a stout leather purse : he saw 
her close the bag and rebutton her travelling cloak ; 
he was near enough to her at the ticket window to 
hear her book through to Dublin : and to notice that 
instead of restoring the purse to her bag, she retained 
it in her iiand : and after that he took two tickets for 
himself and his companion and went to join the latter 
in the smoking compartment, which the youngpr 
clergyman had already entered, and at the door of 
which the porter waited, expectant of a tip. 

When the train moved out of the station the two 
clergymen, who were fortunate enough to have the 
compartment all to themselves, looked at each other 
and laughed. 

“ All right, so far, my son,” said the elder. " She's 
in the next compartment but one, green bag and all." 

“ How do you like her looks ? ” said the younger, 
lighting a cigarette. " She’s a bit on the muscular 
side, isn’t she ? ” 

" A line-looking woman, and a lady-like woman, 
replied the other. “ Carries her age well. Sort of 
woman, I fancy, who could hold her own in a scrap.” 

" I believe you, my boy,” said young Mr. Bexendale. 
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“ I say, Dick, what if it should come to anything like 
a s^rap ? ” t 

" My son,” aid Mr. Claye, as he lighted a cigar of 
very good brand, “ never lay your hands on a woman 
save in the way of love—or unless you're really obliged 
to do so from sheer necessity. I don't suppose there'll 
be the least necessity in this case, but I must say I 
hadn't quite bargained for that damned travelling 
cloak: I had made a little plan that I thought would 
meet the exigencies of the case, but I'm afraid the 
travelling cloak stops it. I must say she's a fax-seeing 
sort of woman. I* twigged how she’d secured the 
green bag to her waist—rather a pretty waist, too, my 
boy, if a bit substantial.” 

" flow ? ” asked the young Mr. Bexcndale ^vith much 
apparent interest. 

” Why, by a long, slender steel chain—I guess she’s 
had it specially manufactured for the occasion—which 
goes two or three times round her waist, and is then 
covered by a smart belt,” said Mr. Claye. ” The bag 
depends from the chain by two smaller chains of three 
links each. If she weren't wearing the travelling coat 
—damn whoever it was that invented ’em !—this is 
the article that would do the trick.” 

• He dived into his breast pocket and produced a 
shining instrument which bore some faint resemblance 
to a pair of scissors. Young Mr. Bexcndale stared at 
this with great admiration, and finally taking it into 
his hgmds touched it here and there as gently as if it 
had .been a baby. • 

” That's a pretty thing,” he said, “ some grip about 
it, too.” 
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" It was made by the right man, my boy/' answered 
Mr. Claye, repocketing the implement, “ and I oply 
wish that I may be able to tell him that it was of the 
highest use/' 

“ What's your notion, Dick ? ” asked young Mr. 
Bexendale. 

Mr. Claye puffed at his cigar for a few minutes before 
he replied. 

“ Well, my boy, it was just this," he said. /' If you’d 
crossed to the Emerald Isle as often as I^have you’d 
know that there are one or two chances for nice pick¬ 
ings for men who know their work'. For example, this 
train of ours runs to Manchester Exchange station— 
there we change into another which carries us to 
Chester—at Chester we join the Irish day mail from 
Euston to Holyhead. "When we get to Holyhead 
they run us down to the pier, where one of the mail 
steamers is awaiting us. They give you precious 
little time to board her, because it is a pleasant fiction 
with them that the passengers are nothing and mails 
everything. The consequence is that, what with 
the ingrained notion of haste, the wish of some of the 
passengers to secure berths, and of others to get down 
to the saloon to lunch, everybody leaves the train for 
the steamer in a rush, and you go over the gangway 
as sheep go through a gap in the fence, all squeezing 
together, as tight as you like. Now it stands to 
common sense that there’s a fine chance for investigat¬ 
ing a pocket, relieving a poor, over-weighted fellow- 
traveller of a small bag, or his Watch, or doing some 
^similar deed of kindness to yourself and the rest of 
the world—see ? ’* 
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Young Mr, Bexendale said that he saw, and lighted 
another cigarette with the remark that Mr. Richard 
Claye was damned clever. 

" Well then," continued Mr. Claye, “ there's Kings¬ 
town—beautiful Kingstown, which, my son, has, in my 
humble opinion, the finest bay in Europe, a damned 
sight finer, again in my humble opinion, than the Bay 
of Naples—well, Kingstown pier, on the arrival of the 
mail-steamer, is, or ought to be, has been, and will be 
again, wha^ vulgar people call a fair treat. What 
happens ? Everybody is so jolly glad to get off the 
boat and to terra firm a that the crowding and crush¬ 
ing process begins all over again—they crush on the 
deck nearest to the landing stage, they crush up the 
gangway, they crush on the pier, they run about wildly 
alongside the train that takes you to Westland Row, 
and they lose their heads generally—especially the 
women. 

" Lord!—I remember a lovely little incident that 
me and Billy Rider—doing a stretch of ten years 
poor Billy is at present—had on Kingstown pier six 
years ago. We were going over to the Curragh, and, 
of course, we were on the look-out for whatever manna 
might fall upon our wilderness. When the mail 
arrived we were first up the gangway. Very soon up 
comes a lady's maid all a fluster, with her mistress 
behind her, just as much excited. Lady's maid goes 
one way—lady another—lady's maid whips open a first- 
class carriage door, pops what was obviously a jewel- 
case' on the seat and» turns to her mistress. Mistress 
not being there, maid runs shrieking up platform 
after her. Billy Rider nips into carriage, snatches 
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jewel-case, and disappears through the opposite door. 
Pooh—it was like picking mushrpoms on an August 
morning! " concluded Mr. Claye, producing a flask, 
" Have a nip, my boy/* 

Mr. Bexendale drank Mr. Claye's good health, and 
again expressed his admiration of that gentleman. 

“ So you see/' continued Mr. Claye, when he, too, 
had drank and had lighted a second very excellent cigar, 
“ there are things to be done on an ordinary rail-and- 
boat journey like this. I thought we mi^ht have got 
that green bag in the crush, but the travelling coat is 
a bit of a nuisance—however, well see, my son, well 
see, and as there’s no one to criticise us, let's have a 
harmless hand at nap." 

Occupying themselves with harmless hands at nap, 
occasional drinks from their flasks, and with cigars 
and cigarettes, Mr. Claye and his youthful companion 
progressed quite satisfactorily through Manchester 
and Chester, where they changed into the Irish mail, 
having first taken good care to asceitain that* their 
quarry was calmly progressing in the same direction. 
Miss Driscoll, in fact, was shadowed by these two 
exactly as a suspected person is shadowed by detec¬ 
tives who await the moment at which to arrest him. 
They were never more than a few yards from her- on 
the platforms at Manchester and Chester: they 
followed her into the second-class saloon, which she 
entered at the last-named station: they kept her 
under observation the whole way. During the run 
from Chester to Holyhead the ^conduct of Mr. Claye 
• and his partner was irreproachable. As they formed 
•part of a numerous company which filled the saloon. 
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they eschewed the cjirds, the flask, the cigars, and the 
cigarette, and comported themselves after the fashion 
of clergymen and gentlemen. Mr. Claye, who was a 
man of many parts and of diverse interests, read the 
Church Times when he was not discussing the coast 
scenery with his friend. Mr. Bexendale, in periods 
of silence, solaced himself with the Daily Telegraph. 
Miss • Driscoll, who was experiencing those novelties 
and delights of travel which appeal so strongly to 
folk who have not had a holiday for some years— 
and she had taken none since setting up in business—■ 
found much pleasure in studying the faces of her fellow- 
passengers, and in framing conclusions about them. 
She looked at the two clergymen who occupied seats 
on the other side of the saloon, and thought that they 
were a very pleasant couple—father and son, or uncle 
and nephew, by the confidential air which rested on 
and around them. The young man's face, she thought, 
was a. little weak and undecided, but he had a pleasant 
smile and manner, and looked very nice in his Norfolk 
suit and black straw hat. As for the elder clergy¬ 
man, she considered him a fine figure of a man with 
a clever face, and she formed the opinion from the 
fact that he wore a Roman collar, was clean shaven, 
and read the Church Times , that he was a distinguished 
High Churchman. 

The Irish mail was heavy and full that day, and 
when its two engines pulled it alongside the steamer at 
Holyhead, just as the* clocks were striking two, there 
was the usual stampede of passengers across the plat¬ 
form for the gangway. Miss Driscoll found herself, 
descending the gangway in the company of the two 
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clergymen, who were wedged in with her amongst a 
crowd of struggling passengers. The younger, who 
was slightly in advance of her, made some attempt to 
shield her from the crush: the elder, who was at her 
side, made a polite observation as to the inconvenience 
occasioned by so much crowding. Miss Driscoll thought 
they were both very nice men, and of very good manners. 

Once on board the steamer the two clergymen, 
after seeing their luggage deposited in ea&pty berths, 
repaired to the saloon, and, finding a quiet corner, 
ordered lunch to be served immediately. As most of 
the passengers had lunched on the train, there were 
very few lunching on the boat; the saloon was con¬ 
sequently almost deserted, and Mr. Claye and Mr. 
Bexendaie were free to converse. Their conversation, 
carried on in a low tone, was by no means of a clerical 
nature. 

" If it hadn't been for that damned travelling coat,’* 
said Mr. Claye, “ I should have had a go for it then. 
And yet I don't know—it would have been awkward 
if she'd felt anything and turned round and found me 
with the thing in my hands. Of course, I flatter myself 
that I'm a bit too expert for that, but you never know 
when accidents will happen,—and it's a bit difficult to 
work a thing like that when you're climbing a gang¬ 
way." 

" And in broad daylight, too," said Mr. Bexendaie. 

" Ah, yes, the daylight’s the \iery devil," responded 
Mr. Claye, sipping the whisky and soda which he 
from his experience of the world knew to be quite a 
.dergyman-like beverage. " It would have been far 
better if sfie had travelled by the nijght mail— 
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we should have had a much better chance in the 
darkness." 

" What’s going to be done ? " aked Mr. Bexendale. 

" Well, we'll see what chance offers at Kingstown." 
replied Mr. Claye, devoting himself to his plate. “ Now 
that we’re on the hunt we are not going to be set back 
by a few paltry obstacles, my boy. If we can't do 
anything glse we'll have a try for the shiners at the 
hotel." s 

" How do we kmow what hotel she’ll go to ? " in¬ 
quired Mr. Bexendale. " She mayn’t go to any hotel 
at all. I’ve been looking at the railway guide, and I 
see she can go right through to Limerick to-night, if 
she likes." 

§ 

" But she won’t, my son," said Mr. Claye with great 
confidence. “ She 11 stop in Dublin for the week-end 
td have a look round. You’ll see. And now come 
on deck and have a cigar and smell the briny, and 
let's see where our quarry is. And lift up your heart 
—we shall handle the swag yet." 

It was at this juncture that fortune again.threw 
Miss Driscoll into the hands of the conspirators. 



CHAPTER VI 


miss Driscoll's fatal mistake 

When Mr. Claye and his companion went on deck 
they found the Larger steaming ftoisily away west¬ 
ward over as smooth a sea as the most squeamish sea- 
goer could desire, with the cliffs of Holyhead already 
receding in the distance, and the Skerries to the north¬ 
ward lifting humped and craggy backs out of what 
seemed to be the illimitable ocean. There were a 
great many people on deck, and fore and aft there 
was much bustle going on, consequent upon the sort¬ 
ing of baggage at one end of the boat and of the mail 
bags at the other. Mr. Claye and Mr. Bexendale, 
strolling towards the part where the foreman luggage 
porter- was imperturbably giving directions to his 
satellites, became aware of the presence of Miss 
Driscoll, who was apparently following the aforesaid 
foreman about, and either expostulating with him or 
endeavouring to extract some information from him. 
Mr. Claye suddenly saw an opportunity. With a 
muttered “ Stay where you are,” to his companion, he 
threw away his cigar, stepped* up to Miss Driscoll 
and raised his soft clerical hat with great politeness. 

“ I fear you are in some difficulty, madam ? " he said 
in his most cultured accents. “ If so, pray command 

me. I am an old and experienced traveller/' 

176 
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Miss Driscoll turned to him with a look of grati¬ 
tude. 1 

“I'm much obliged to you, sir, I’m sure," she said. 
“ The difficulty is that I have lost my trunks, or these 
people have lost them for me, and I can't get any 
information out of them.” 

The foreman luggage porter looked at Miss Driscoll 
and then at Mr. Claye with a glance that was at once 
deprecatory ,^nd re-assuring. 

“ It'll be all right, ma'am, all right,” he said. “ It’ll 
have been-" 

“ But it's not all right,” said Miss Driscoll, interrupt¬ 
ing him with some vehemence of manner. “ How 
can it be all right when I don’t know where my trunks 
are?” * 

“ Pardon me,” said Mr. Claye. “ If I might be in¬ 
formed of the facts ? ” 

“ Well, the facts, sir, are simple enough,” answered 
Miss Driscoll. “ I have two large trunks which were 
labelled at Leeds for Dublin. I myself saw them put 
into the van at Leeds ; I saw them at Manchester; I 
saw them at Chester. As soon as I got on board at 
Holyhead I came to the baggage gangway to look for 
them. They did not come, and before I could go on 
shore again the boat was off. The porter says he has 
looked all over for them, and they are certainly not 
on board. What I want to know is—where are they ? ” 

Mr. Claye, perceiving that the foreman porter was 
waiting, with a wearily patient face, to have his say 
in the matter, turned to him. 

“ It’s all right, sir.” said the foreman. “ The lady 
should have had the trunk labelled via Kingstown, 
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instead of merely Dublin. They've been put off at 
Holyhead station, instead of beihg brought dowd to 
Holyhead pier, and they'll come on by the North 
Wall boat at five o’clock. You'll find them at North 
Wall, ma'am, about nine o’clock this evening.” 

Mr. Claye comprehended, saw his chance, and 
thanked his lucky stars. 

” Ah, yes, yes, that's quite right,” he said. 44 Thank 
you, my man. You see, madam,” he continued, turn¬ 
ing to Miss Driscoll, “it is just assays. The train 
stops at Holyhead station and puts off any passengers 
and whatever baggage may be going over by the 
North Wall route. As your trunks were labelled 
Dublin, and not Kingstown, they were put off there, 
and they will be sent forward by the evening bokt to 
North Wall, where you will find them quite safe, on 
the barrier in the station, about nine o’clock. A vei*y, 
ve-ry simple matter,” concluded Mr. Claye. 11 It 
once happened to my baggage.” 

44 But that will mean that I shall have to stay in 
Dublin all night,” said Miss Driscoll. 44 I meant to 
catch the six twenty-five for Limerick at Kingsbridge 
this evening.” 

44 1 fear,” said Mr. Claye, 44 that that cannot be done, 
unless, indeed, you leave your trunks to take care of 
themselves.” 

1 

44 1 shall not do that, certainly,” said Miss Driscoll, 
with much decision, 44 so I shall have to stay all night 
in Dublin whether I wish it or not.” 

44 If I might advise,” said ftfr. Claye, toying with a 
pair of gold-rimmed glasses and assuming an oracular 
air, 44 1 should suggest that your best plan, madam. 
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would be to drive round to North Wall, put up at the 
London and North Western Hotel—an admirable and 
well-conducted house—for the night, and catch the 
eight o'clock train in the morning from the adjacent 
station for Kingsbridge, where you would have an hour 
for breakfast before joining the 9.45 of the Great 
Southern and Western for Limerick. That," con¬ 
cluded Mr. Claye, “ is what my young friend and col¬ 
league and myself are doing—we prefer that hotel to 
those in the city because of its quietude and the facility 
afforded by being^able to walk out of one's hotel into 
one’s train as it were. We go on to-morrow morning 
to Limeriuk, on our way to Lehinch, ‘where we shall 
play golf.' 

Miss Driscoll thought all this very good advice, and 
said so, and thanked Mr. Claye heartily for taking so 
nyich trouble about her affairs. He responded that 
it had been a pleasure to serve her, bowed politely, and 
withdrew to rejoin Mr. Bexendale, whom he presently 
conducted to a quiet corner of the top deck and made 
acquainted with all that had passed. 

"It's a perfect God-send," he said, as he lighted a 
fresh cigar. " We'll manage it at the hotel to-night as 
sure as eggs are eggs. Never mind how, just now, my 
son, it's maturing in my mind. What a lovely after¬ 
noon ! " he exclaimed, baring his head to the breeze. 
" l wonder when we might, as respectable parsons, 
have another whisky and soda ? I should think 
even a. parson is allowed a bit of latitude on a holiday." 

' "Xshould think so, too," said Mr. Bexendale, " Let's 
go below." 

Mi. Claye, being an essentially wise man, did net 
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press himself upon Mrs. Driscoll again. He exchanged 
a friendly and very polite bow with her on leavings the 
boat, and again at Westland Row, where he and his 
companion and Miss Driscoll were all quickly swal¬ 
lowed in a wildly confused mass of passengers, porters, 
and outside cars. Mr. Claye knew quite well that two 
things were absolutely certain—the first, that Miss 
Driscoll would take good care of her green bag; the 
second, that she would present herself at North Wall 
to claim her trunks. He also felt almost as certain 

i* 

that she would stop the night ax the hotel he had 
recommended to her. 

In these surmises Mr. Claye proved > to be quite 
correct. The car which conveyed him and Mr. Bexen- 
dale froth Westland Row to North Wall followed 
another car wherein sat Miss Driscoll. Miss Driscoll 
had just booked her room at the hotel when Mr. Claye 
and Mr. Bexendale arrived there—they saw her name 
in the register against the number 19. Presently their 
own names appeared in the register against the numbers 
20 and 21—or, rather, one should say, the names by 
which they just then cared to be designated and the 
initials of which appeared on their portmanteaux. 
The Rev. Herbert Meredith, M.A. ;. the Rev. Frank 
Somerville, B.A. Nothing could have been more 
highly respectable. 

Mr. Cla^e and Bexendale, after performing their 
ablutions and donning clean clerical collars in the 
privacy of their respective rooms, met again in the 
coffee room and proceeded to lline on the best which 
the house afforded. While they were dining, Miss 
Driscoll entered, and took a seat at an adjacent table, 
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and favoured the senior clergyman with a bow and a 
smil£, to which he gravely responded. Both men 
noticed, without seeming to do so, that Miss Driscoll, 
although she had changed her tailor-made coat and 
skirt in which she had travelled for a gown more suit¬ 
able for evening wear, still wore the green leather bag 
at her waist, and that the steel chain which they knew 
to hold it there was covered with a silk girdle. Mr. 
Claye was greatly pleased when he observed this, and 
he confided the reasQn to Mr. Bexendale when, dinner 
being over, they repaired to a quiet comer ot the 
smoking-room for coffee and cigars. 

“ The only,thing I've been afraid of since we left the 
boat," he said, " was that when she got here, she’d en¬ 
trust'the bag to the management and have it locked 
up in the hotel safe. My son, there ought to be a law 
against that sort of tiling—Lord, when I think of the 
beautiful hauls that I might have had if only it hadn't 
been for that damned placard which they stick up in 
hotel bedrooms, warning guests against retaining 
valuables in their own hands. Now, she's going to 
keep that bag in her room all night." 

“ How do you know ? " asked Mr. Bexendale. “ She 
may hand it in at the office, after all." 

" She won't," said Mr. Claye, with decision. <f She ‘11 
stick to it. If she'd meant to have it locked up in the 
safe she'd hand it in to the office before she went to 
dinner. I'll lay you ajiundrcd to one that she sleeps 
rourfd her night-dress," concluded Mr. Claye, 
nodding his head emphatically. 

" And how are you going to got it ? ” asked Mr. 
Bexendale. " I confess I don’t quite see the game yet." 
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“ We're going to get it, that’s certain," remarked 
Mr. Claye. “ Now, you listen to me—you've got ^our 
little part to play in this, my son, and you'll have to 
be as careful as ever you can." 

" I'm wideawake enough," responded Mr. Bexen- 
dale, " You can trust me, Dick." 

" Sh l—no names, or else I shan’t trust you," said the 
mentor. “ Now listen—the North Wall Jboat from 
Holyhead gets into the river here about nine o'clock, 
and as it's fair weather to-night it wittbe about punctual. 
Soon after the boat arrives they begin unloading the 
passenger luggage. They bring it up into the station, 
outside the hotel here, and they pile it up on a sort 
of barrier-, so that each passenger may claim his or 
her own. Sometimes the process is soon over ; some¬ 
times it takes a little time. Now listen—at about 
nine o'clock you will go down into the station. You 
will light a cigar; you will stroll about, playing the 
part of an innocent young curate who finds great in¬ 
terest in watching the people who come off the steamer, 
and who crowd about the barrier. You will keep a 
sharp look-out for the lady—when you catch sight of 
her, either as she comes from the hotel, or if she is 
already in the station before you, you will go up to 
her and blushingly and nervously ask if you can assist 
her to find the missing trunks, of which your vicar has 
told you. You will purposely delay finding them as 
long as possible, which you can easily accomplish by 
rushing up and down the barrier, as a damned’ fool pf 
a youthful curate would, and you'll keep her there all 
you can. Then, when they're found, you'll get a porter 
to carry them into the hotel, and you yourself will 
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repair to the smoking-room and wait for me. Got it 
all perfect ? ” • 

“ Every word/' answered Mr. Bexendale. *' I'U do 
it—like an actor.” 

“ Then as we’ve got an hour to spare yet,” said Mr. 
Claye, ” we’ll just do a stroll along the dock side.” 

While these worthies were doing the stroll which 
Mr. Claye had suggested, Miss Driscoll, sitting in 
solitude in the drawing-room of the hotel, was en¬ 
deavouring to mafce up her rnind about a question 
which perplexed her greatly. She knew that she 
had fifty thousand pounds' worth of property on her 
person, and that she was amongst strangers in a strange 
hotel, and that, by all the rules of common sense and 
common prudence, she ought to deposit the Valuables 
in the custody of the manager. But, like most women, 
sli£ had a distinct objection to letting her valuables 
pass* out of her own custody, and ever since she had 
arrived at the hotel and had seen her room, she had 
been finding reasons why she should keep the diamonds 
about her person. First of all, she said to herself, it 
was not very likely that thieves would select that 
particular hotel, and that particular night whereat 
and whereon to commit depredations: secondly, her 
room was fitted with what appeared to be a good lock 
and a good bolt. But third, and chiefly, nobody in 
the world—saving her solicitor, who was far away by 
that time, and quite beyond suspicion—knew that she 
fcyl the diamonds upon her person, and therefore no 
one would think of trying to steal what they did not 
know to exist. She determined to retain the green 
bag in her own possession. 
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At five minutes to nine o’clock Miss Driscoll went 
up to her room, put on the lon% travelling cloak to 
which Mr. Claye had taken such an antipathy, and 
went out to the station to find the missing trunks. 
As the sound of her footsteps died away slowly down 
the thickly carpeted corridor, Mr. Claye’s head pro¬ 
truded from the door of the next room—before Miss 
Driscoll’s skirts had swished down the first flight of 
stairs Mr. Claye was at her door. He touchecf the handle 
—the door yielded easily—Mr. Ckjjje stepped inside. 

" I knew she’d leave it open,” he said, half chuck¬ 
ling, as he closed the door and turned on the electric 
light. “ Now then for it.” 

Mr. Claye's proceedings were very simple. He 
examined the lock and key and sniffed at both: He 
looked rather more narrowly at the bolt. Then he 
took from his waistcoat pocket a screw-driver with a 
very fine point, and went to work on the screws which 
held the bolt plate to the door. Within quite a few 
minutes every screw had been loosened to such an 
extent that a gentle, continuous push from outside 
would have forced them out and rendered the bolt 
useless. Yet looked at in a casual fashion the bolt 
and its fittings appeared to be intact. 

Mr. Claye put the pretty screw-driver in his pocket 
again and turned to the bed. The coverlet and sheets 
were turned down: upon the pillow was opened out 
Miss Driscoll's night-gown. ftjr. Claye regarded the 
latter article of female attire very attentively before 
touched it—he wished to impress its exact folds upon 
his mind and eye. At last he unfolded it with deft 
fingers, and stretched out the two sleeves right and left. 
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“ She may sleep on the right side, she may sleep on 
the keft," he said. " t Tll make sure in any case," 

He produced a small phial from an inner pocket of 
his waistcoat and carefully taking out the cork 
sprinkled a few drops of its contents on each sleeve 
of the night-gown, just above the elbow. He sprinkled 
a few more on the lace work at the breast; a few more 
still on each of the pillows, and along the edge of the 
sheet where the sleeper’s face might be supposed to 
come in contact witj^it. 

" A little knowledge of science/* mused Mr. Claye, 
as he recorked the phial and returned it to his pocket, 
" is a very valuable thing.** 

Then he refolded the night-gown in its original 
folds, -laid it in the exact spot where he had tound it, 
and appeared satisfied with his handiwork. He bent 
down and sniffed slightly at pillows, sheet, and night- 
gowfi*—there was nothing perceivable in the way of 
odour nor was there any stain on the linen. No one 
could have said that the bed had been tampered 
with. 

Mr. Claye gave a final look round him, opened the 

door gently, and stepped quietly back to his own room. 

Having arrived there he took a nip from his pocket- 

flask and wiped his forehead. 

“ It’s as safe as houses," he said. 

He turned out his light, and standing at the slightly 

open door of his room Jistened for the sound of foot- 

stens on the stairs at the end of the corridor. Five 
> * • 

minutes—ten minutes, h quarter of an hour passed 
away—then he heard light footsteps and heavy ones— 

quite a number of footsteps. Miss Driscoll was 
T.D. . c 
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coming to her room, attended by a chambermaid and 
by a couple of porters carrying r the missing trunks. 

Mr. Claye waited until the porters had been tipped 
and had gone away: he waited until the chamber¬ 
maid had gone away with a " good-night, madam ": 
he waited until he heard Miss Driscoll's key turn in 
the lock and Miss Driscoll’s bolt slip into its socket. 
Then he uttered a sigh of great satisfaction, and went 
softly downstairs and found Mr. Bexendale studying 
the Graphic in the smoking-room ^ „ 

'* Well ? ” asked that inquisitive young gentleman. " Is 
it all right ?—I reckon I played my part to perfection." 

“ It is all right," replied Mr. Claye. ".All right, my 
son. All that you have to do is to retire to your 
virtuous" couch at precisely eleven o’clock and to 
sleep the sleep of the good until seven to-morrow 
morning. You can leave all the rest to me—it's call 
over but the shouting, and we win hands down.* * 

In her rooms upstairs Miss Driscoll, who was very 
tired and already in bed, felt herself impelled to sleep 
in singularly soft and soothing fashion. She slept as a 
child sleeps, until the sun was high in the heavens and 
a loud knocking at her door conspired with the strong 
light to wake her. She started up then with a wild 
consciousness that something had happened. She 
stared about her at the strange room, at the trunks, 
at her clothes, and suddenly remembered everything, 
and she clutched violently at the things which she 
had fastened round her waist ere she got into bed. t the 
night before. There was nothing but her unfettered 
draperies there—the steel chain and the green bag 
and the diamonds were gone I . 



Episode the Fourth 

HANRAHAN’S SALOON 




CHAPTER I 


THE SIGNET RING 

After having* lived forty years in the world and seen 
a good deal of lift? and of human nature. Miss Driscoll 
was not the woman to be surprised at anything, nor 
was she the sort of person who screams when some 
great shock or crisis suddenly alters the placidly flow¬ 
ing course of life's stream. So when she 4 iscovered 
that the unexpected had happened, that the steel 
chain, the green bag, and the precious diamonds had 
disappeared, she neither ran to the bell, tore her hair, 
nor uttered piercing screams—she just sat up in her 
bed and faced the situation with the calmness and 
fortitude of common sense. 

Miss Driscoll knew quite well that she had * been 
robbed. She also knew, quite as well, that the robbery 
had been carried out in a highly ingenious manner, 
and that it was probably the work of a gang. But 
how should any gang know of the existence of the 
diamonds or of her possession of them ? fJo one in 
this world knew that she had them save Mr. Bexen- 
dale. And Miss Driscoll knew, as one knows a thing 
of absolute knowledge, that Mr. Bexendale was a 
man of strict probity. It was no use making any 
connection between him and the disappearance of 
the diamonds: the Villains who had appropriated 



190 


THE DIAMONDS 


them must be looked for elsewhere. She began to 
think of other possible contingencies; the only notion 
that seemed at all sensible was that other folk than 
the late Mr. Finney had been connected with the 
mystery of the diamonds, had not dared at the time 
of his sudden demise to come forward and claim them, 
but knowing that they must have fallen into Miss - 
Driscoll's hands, had followed her until th§y found a 
fitting opportunity of laying hands upoji them. That 
was the only theory by whid^-Miss Driscoll could 
account for her loss. She must have been under 
observation for some time, she said to herself, as she 
sat there in bed staring blankly at the blank wall. 
The thieves must have followed her all the way from 
Castleford to Dublin; have been near her in the 
steamer; she might even have spoken to them : it 
was certain, at any rate, that they had been in the 
hotel with her last night, and might still be there. 
She knew that when she retired on the previous night, 
she had locked the steel chain round the waist of her 
nightdress and that it was now gone with all that it 
guarded. 

How had it gone ? What means had the thief 
or thieves used ? Miss Driscoll was puzzled beyond 
measure when she put these questions to herself. She 
suspected that she had been drugged, and a slight 
feeling of cloudiness in the head strengthened her in 
her suspicion. But how and when ? She thought 
over her dinner of the previous evening—it hid been 
served to her in the coffee-rooiii by a waitress who did 
not look like being in conspiracy with anybody about 
anything. She glanced at the water-bottle on her 
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wash-stand—that mi^ht have been drugged, but she 
remebibered that she had not touched it. If she had 
been drugged, the drugging had been carried out as 
skilfully as the robbery. 

And how had the robbery been carried out ?—how 

had the thief gained access to her room and stoleh 

the diamonds from her very -person ? Miss Driscoll 

left her bed and went over to the door. She examined 

the lock—the # key was turned. She examined the 

bolt—the bolt was. shot home in the socket. She 

% 

examined the boltplate—it was as tightly fastened to 
the door as screws could fasten it. She went over to 

b 

the window—Ahe lower sash, in accordance with her 
invariable custom, had been raised by her qjvn hands 
when*she went to bed, and so far as she could judge, 
it had not been touched. The window was some 
height from the ground—outside it was a very narrow 
ledge' on which it was apparently impossible for a man 
to stand. It seemed to be unbelievable that anybody 
could have entered the room by the window. As for 
the door, there it was as she had left it the night before 
—intact. How the room had been entered was a 
mystery. That it had been entered was absolutely 
certain. 

Miss Driscoll moved over to the dressing-table, 
where she had left her watch and several rings, to¬ 
gether with her purse, which contained about fifty 
pounds in notes and gold. Watch, rings and purse 
all lay where she had left them,—it was plain that the 
Chief cared little for sm£U things, so long as he secured 
the great prize. 

As her eyes strayed piechanicaiiy from one thing to 
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another. Miss Driscoll suddenly^. perceived that the 
hands of the watch indicated the hour of nine. 4 She 
then remembered that she had instructed the chamber¬ 
maid to call her at seven o’clock. How was it that 
her order had not been obeyed ? She had meant to 
catch the eight o’clock train—that was now out of 
the question. She crossed the room and put her 
finger on the button of the electric bell: a^s she did 
so a knock sounded on the door, followed by a second 
and a third—each louder than th^other. 

Miss Driscoll opened the door. A chamber maid, a 
little uneasy of manner, entered the room bearing a 
can of hot urter, and a pair of boots. 

*' I thqught,” said Miss Driscoll, “ that I asked you 
to call me at seven o’clock ? ” 

41 1 did, ma’am,” answered the girl. “ I knocked 
at seven o’clock and again at eight, loudly, and couldn't 
get any answer from you.” 

" I must have slept too soundly,” observed Miss 
Driscoll. ” If the manageress is disengaged,” she 
said, .as the chambermaid was leaving the room, " I 
wish you would ask her to come to my room for a 
few minutes.” 

” Yes, ma’am,” answered the girl. She glanced 
rather timidly at Miss Driscoll. ” I hope you have 
no complaint to make, ma’am ? ” she said. 

” No, no! ” said Miss Driscoll. ” I merely wish to 
see the manageress.” t 

When the manageress arrived Miss Driscoll had 
arrayed herself in her dressing-gown and slippers. 
She pointed the manageress to a chair, seated herself 
on the edge of the bed, and went straight to business. 
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" I wished to speak to you on a matter of impor¬ 
tance/' said Miss Dfiscoll. " I have been robbed." 

" Robbed, madam." The manageress's eyes went 
instinctively to the watch, rings, and purse on the 
table, and to the two large trunks which still remained 
locked and strapped " I hope the loss is not a great 
one ? " she said. 

" I have been robbed of fifty thousand pounds' worth 
of diamonds," said Miss Driscoll. 

" Fifty — thousand — pounds' — worth — of — dia¬ 
monds l Are you really serious, madam ? " asked the 
manageress. 

“ I was nqver so serious in my lifers you may 
guess," replied Miss Driscoll. " Who would^t be ? " 

" But here ?—in your room ?—during the night ? ” 
The manageress's fingers twisted and untwisted in her 
anxiety and horror of the crime. “ How could it 
be ? •" 

“ I wish I knew," said Miss Driscoll. “ But it was 
here in this room, between ten o'clock last night, 
when I went to sleep, and half past eight this morning 
when I woke. How the thing was managed I can't 
think. I locked and bolted the door last night—both 
key and bolt were all right this morning. I don't 
see How anybody could get in by the window unless 
a scaling ladder was used, and I don't suppose any¬ 
one could come down the chimney or go away by it. 
But there's the fact— 5 I've been robbed, and in this 
room, and during the night." 

- ,-r "Of fifty thousand ^pounds' worth of diamonds!" 
said the manageress. “ I can't believe—I mean I 
can't understand it, madam." 
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“ As to believing,” said Miss Driscoll, "that's an easy 
matter. I mean it's an easy matter to prove that I 
was in possession of the diamonds when I came into 
this room last night. Listen—1 took the diamonds 
over from the manager of Messrs. Leatham, Tew and 
Co.'s bank at Castleford, in Yorkshire, very early 
yesterday morning, and my solicitor, Mr. Bexendale, 
of the same town, saw me deposit them in a green 
leather bag which I secured about my waist by a fine 
steel chain of exceptional strength. «r I arrived here, as 
you know, last night, and when. I retired I locked the 
steel chain round the waist of my night-dress, so 
that I migt^.feel quite assured of the .safety of my 
property. ^When I woke this morning, chain, bag and 
diamonds were gone.” 

" You mean, madam, that they had—had been 
removed—from your very person while you slept ? ” 
The manageress was horrified. 

" Oh, indeed, I do ! " said Miss Driscoll. " That’s 
just what they were. There's no doubt I was drugged 
last night, but I can't think how. I never spoke to 
any one after entering the hotel,* I did not sit near 
any one who could have interfered with the single glass 
of claret I took at dinner. The thing’s a mystery ! " 

" What do you propose to do, madam ? ” asked the 
manageress. "You are sure the diamonds are not in 
the room i* You might, perhaps, have walked in your 
sleep, and, being anxious about them, have put them 
into one of your trunks ? " 

" That,” said Miss Driscoll, w ‘ is one of the reasons 
why I sent for you. I want you, if you've time, to 
make a thorough examination of the room with me." 
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The manageress had time, or made it, and the two 
women set to work*on the trunks, as suggested by 
Miss Driscoll. But there was no trace of the 
diamonds. 

" What of the people who were staying in the house 
last night ? " asked Miss Driscoll, when the search was 
over. " Have you any knowledge of any of them ? ’’ 

** It so happens, madam," said the manageress, who 
naturally,* was jealous of the honour of the hotel, 
that I have‘some knowledge of all the persons who 
stayed in the house last night, with the exception of 
yourself and the two clergymen who occupy the two 
next rooms in this corridor. We had‘ remarkably few 
guests last night, and all of them, as I say, were known 
to me—with the exceptions I have named. 

The manageress's tone had grown somewhat distant, 
and not a little icy in quality, and she surveyed Miss 
Driscoll with speculative eyes. During the search for 
the diamonds she had been thinking, in a quick, busi¬ 
ness-like fashion, and, the more she thought, the more 
she realised the improbability of Miss Driscoll's story. 
She had never heard of such a thing as a lady travelling 
with fifty thousand pounds worth of diamonds fastened 
about her waist by a steel chain, nor of such an extra¬ 
ordinary thing as a lady securing such wealth about 
her waist while she slept. Nor could she understand 
how, if the diamonds had really been attached in this 
fashion to Miss Driscoll's by no means unsubstantial 
figure, .they could possibly have been removed there¬ 
from,, during the silen^ watches of the night, without 
Miss Driscoll being aware of it. And then, the cir¬ 
cumstances of the locked and bolted door—how could 



THE DIAMONDS 


196 

any one have effected an entrance into Miss Driscoll’s 
room, when Miss Driscoll, herself, acknowledged that 
the door, when she woke in the morning, was in exactly 
the same state as when she went to bed at night ? The 
manageress began to suspect that Miss Driscoll was 
the victim of an hallucination. 

** As I said before, madam,” she repeated, " I am 
acquainted with all the persons who stayed in the 
house last night, with the exception of yoifrself, and 
the two clergymen.” 

Miss Driscoll, who had been staring at the manager¬ 
ess very fixedly, and in a somewhat abstracted fashion 
for the past two minutes, opened her lips suddenly. 

" Ah,” stfe said, “ the clergymen ! ” 

The manageress now stared at Miss Driscoll harder 
than ever, 

” Yes, madam,” she said. “ You were about t t.o 
say- 

” Was I ? ” answer’d Miss Driscoll. " Then I 
wasn’t about to say anything! I simply remarked, 

* The clergymen ! ’ I say again, ' The clergymen I ’ 
Pray, are the clergymen still in the hotel ? ” 

The manageress began to perceive that Miss Driscoll 
was a person of a certain strength of will and of a 
decided character. Strange as the whole affair was, 
it was evident, from Miss Driscoll’s manner, that 
there was* more in it than the manageress could yet 
guess at, or understand. 

” The elder clergyman,” she replied, “ breakfasted 
at an early hour this morning, jnadam, and took a car.-, 
soon after seven o’clock for Kingsbridge. He left 
word at the office that his nephew, the younger 
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clergyman, was somewhat indisposed, and was not 
to be disturbed until ten o'clock.” 

" Ah,” said Miss Driscoll, " did he ? ” 

Miss Driscoll uttered these apparently insignificant 
words in such a significant tone that the manageress 
felt alarmed, 

” You don't think, madam-” she began 

“ I think,” replied Miss Driscoll, ” that I'll dress. 
I’m mucfl obliged to you for coming to my room. 
Have the goodness to send me a cup of tea, and don't 
say anything about '“what has happened—I'll speak 
to you about it again when I come downstairs.” 

The manageress bowed and went away, feeling 
very uncomfortable and not a little alarmed. Meet¬ 
ing the chambermaid in the corridor outSide, she 
bade her call the young clergyman at once, and to 
tell him, at the same time, that his friend had left by 
the eight o'clock train. And having given this order 
she went into the room which the elder clergyman 
had vacated and gave it a close inspection. The 
inspection revealed nothing—the room was quite in 
order, so far as she could see. But, giving it a second 
careful examination, she was aware of a scrap of paper 
which had fluttered from a dressing-table to the floor. 
She picked it up, and saw that it was scribbled over 
with names and figures. She did not understand 
what they meant, but she put the paper in her pocket 
and went downstairs to the office, still highly mystified, 
and a good deal upset. 

Mr.. Ninian Bexend^le, sleeping like a top in his 
room, became conscious, after a considerable amount 
of mental effort, that some one was knocking loudly 
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at his door. He got up, at last, feeling very heavy 
and dazed, and admitted the chambermaid. • 

" It's ten o'clock, if you please, sir, and your friend 
left word that } T ou were not to be called till then, and 
I was to say he had gone on to Kingsbridge,” said 
the chambermaid. 

“ What the—oh, yes, all right, all right ! " said Mr. 
Bexendale. He pulled himself together when the 
woman had gone, and tried to think what this meant. 
There was something queer about; it! After five 
minutes' hard thinking, he concluded that Claye meant 
him to take a hint that they must foregather at Kings¬ 
bridge later in the morning, and he dressed and went 
downstairs/* 

Mr. Nlnian Bexendale was a little ill at ease as he 
made his entrance, and, forgetting that he was now 
clean-shaven, he raised his right hand to caress a 
moustache which was no longer there. He wore a 
signet-ring on the little finger of that hand, and Miss 
Driscoll, who had purposely taken a seat exactly 
opposite the door, saw it, and felt a sudden illumina¬ 
tion. Surprised out of herself, she uttered four words :— 
** My God 1—Ninian Bexendale 1 " 



CHAPTER II 


MISS DRISCOLL’S WAY 

Mr. NiiAan Bexendale on hearing his name so glibly 
pronounced by Miss Driscoll felt his spine turn to 
marrow. He had "been considerably upset by the 
events of the morning, and was not feeling at all well. 
He had drunk a great many more whiskies-and-sodas 
than were really good for him on the*jkevious day, 
and. he had a curious heavy dull feeling over the 
top of his head which made him wonder if by any 
chance he had been poisoned. He could not account 
for the fact that he had slept until ten o'clock; as a 
rule, he was a light sleeper and got up rather early, 
but on this particular morning he had slumbeied 
drunkenly, and had felt no desire to get up at all. 
Then he was disturbed by the defection of his friend, 
Mr. Claye—as yet he could scarcely comprehend this, 
but it upset and annoyed him, and more than that, it 
occasioned him what he very much disliked at that 
moment—a racking and exercising of his brains which 
was inconvenient. Why on earth had Claye cleared 
out like that, and left him alone, in a dangerous place ? 
What, did it all mean. Was there something up? 
Had. the plot failed, £zzled out ? All these questions 
ran through young Mr. Bexendale's brain as he dressed 
himself in his curate's clothes and put on his clerical 
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collar, and he found it difficult to answer them. The 
numerous spirituous drinks of the day before had 
made his brain weak, and he was more inclined to 
weep than to reason. There was no source of comfort 
anywhere, save in the thought that Claye had really 
secured the diamonds and had judged it safest to get 
away with them early in the morning. Anyhow, all 
that he could do was to follow Claye's instructions and 
drive to Kingsbridge. 

Mr. Ninian Bexendale was conscious of a bad weak- 

4 

ness of the stomach when he had"completed his toilet. 
He sat down on the edge of his bed and groaned. 

“ I wish I could have a brandy-and-soda! ” he 
remarked tqJjSie unsympathetic walls of liis bedroom. 
" But, dalfm it, it would look so, if a curate had a 
brandy-and-soda at this time in the morning—and 
especially before breakfast. Damn ! ” . 

Then a brilliant notion entered the mind of .this 
unhappy young man. He remembered that his dear 
friend, Mr. Claye, had given it out that he, Bexendale, 
was indisposed. Indisposed !—it was indeed a blessed 
word. An indisposed person—even a curate—might 
be permitted a brandy-and-soda at any hour of the 
day or night. It was—medicine. 

Young Mr. Bexendale revived at the mere thought 
of a drink, and he assumed his best curate manner 
and descended to the ground floor, where he turned 
into the smoking-room, quite ^oblivious of the fact 
that the manageress in the office close by had.taken 
stock of his pale face and rather blood-shot eyes. 
There was no one in the smoking-room when Ninian 
entered, and he rang the bell ( timidly, and timidly 



MISS DRISCOLL'S WAY 


201 


awaited the advent of a waiter. When that function¬ 
ary-entered the yourfg curate regarded him shyly. 

" I—I—er—I am not feeling well this morning,” he 
said, nervously. “ I think the sea-voyage yesterday 
afternoon upset me a little.” 

” Yessir,—very sorry, sir,” said the waiter sympa¬ 
thetically. ” Anything I can do, sir ? ” 

” I was wondering if a little soda water, with a little 
brandy, Tvould benefit me,” said young Mr. Bexendale, 
fingering his chim 

“ Brandy-and-soda* sir, yessir,” said the waiter, 
quite unconcernedly. * “ Large brandy, sir ? ” 

“ If you please,” answered the pseudo curate, " and 
a small soda?' *1 

Young Mr. Bexendale drank this fascinating mix¬ 
ture and felt much better after it. Life assumed 
fresher colours—all, he said, might yet be well. He 
thought he would like some breakfast—yes, decidedly, 
he could eat some breakfast now, and after that he 
would pay his bill, get his baggage and drive to Kings- 
bridge station in search of his friend, Mr. Claye. So 
he finished the last drop of the 'viver and marched 
into the coffee room. And there sat Miss Driscoll, 
looking very stern and very determined, and from 
Miss' Driscoll’s lips fell the startling words 
" My God ! Ninian Bexendale ! ” 

Ninian Bexendale felt that the situation was full 
of unpleasantness. His soul sank from the heights 
to which it had been conducted by the brandy-and- 
soda .to depths of sonjething like despair. He turned 
soft at the stomach and weak at the knees—his face 
was first green, then red, then a sickly yellow. He 
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looked furtively about him: there was no one in the 
coffee room but Miss Driscoll and himself. Young 
Mr. Bexendale endeavoured to put a bold face on 
matters. 

" You are under some mistake, madam/ 1 he said in 
his best curate voice. “ My name is Somerville.” 

He would have passed on, but Miss Driscoll rose 
and barred the way. Her eyes gleamed. Her mouth 
was grim and determined. 

“ You liar i ” she hissed rather than* said. ” And 
you fool! Look at your signet ring.’ 1 

Young Mr. Bexendale obediently lifted his hand 
and gazed at the ornament which Miss Driscoll was 
indicating ih outstretched forefinger.* It was a 
rather conspicuous ring at which he stared in a dull, 
mechanical fashion—very large, and very heavy, not 
quite in the best taste, nor in the best gold, and it 
bore a very large monogram—N. B. on the shield. 

" Your signet-ring, I say! ” repeated Miss Driscoll. 
" What a fool you are! I thought there was some¬ 
thing familiar about your voice last night.” 

Even the greatest criminals, the most successful 
kings of crime, make small mistakes of detail which 
upset years of careful preparation for achieving a 
grand success. Young Mr. Bexendale was not a 
great criminal, not yet a cleverjman; he had much 
more of the character of the sneak thief about him 
than of a Charles Peace or a de Goncourt, but he had 
sufficient common sense to knov? that he was, as Miss 
Driscoll observed, a fool. It had never struck him, in 
the midst of all that elaborate contriving, that the 
ring would give him away. 
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The unfortunate young man glanced round him as 
a sat glances round the cage in which it is fairly trapped. 
His eyes wandered to the door. 

" If you dare to take one step without my per¬ 
mission,” said Miss Driscoll, ” I’ll have you inside a 
lock-up within ten minutes. Sit down I 
Young Mr. Bexendale collapsed into the nearest 
chair. Miss Driscoll rang the bell and summoned the 
wait’res?. 

“ Ask the manageress to step this way, if you please/* 
she said, and took <*> seat exactly opposite that of her 
prisoner. ” Don’t you dare to move, now, young 
man,” she commanded. ” I'll make it hot for you 
if you do.”* *>1 

” Madam, I—I protest against this—tnis-” 

” Protest as milch as you like, my boy,” said Miss 
Priscoll cheerily. ” And much good may it do you. 
Copie here, if you please,” she added, as the manager¬ 
ess came into the coffee-room and stared wild-eyed at 
the supposed curate's downcast attitude and pain- 
drawn face. “ Is there a private room, anywhere in 
which this young man and myself, and you, * if you 
please, can have a little conversation ? ” 

” Come this way, madam,” said the manageress, and 
walked out of the room in advance, feeling that she 
was going to hear new developments. “ I will show 
you a private room.” 

Miss Driscoll signalled young Mr. Bexendale* Her 
demeanour was stern and fierce. 

” No nonsense, now!” said she. "‘Follow the 

4 

manageress, and remember that I'm behind you. 
Quick!” 


1 
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Young Mr. Bexendale, forming the middle and 
principal part of the procession tlfus inaugurated, felt 
as if he were being led from a condemned cell to the 
scaffold. He was unpleasantly conscious that two 
waitresses had entered the coffee room and were view¬ 
ing the proceedings with amazement which was not 
entirely without amusement. He hung his head 
as he followed the manageress out of the room and 
into the hall, and his shifty eyes strayed towards the 
front door, through the glass panels of, which he could 
see the sheds along the side of tlje Liffey, with blessed 
free men loading and unloading wagons laden with 
merchandise. Oh! if he could but make a dash 
through thabf’cToor, even if it were to tlirow himself 
into the riv^r ! His step lagged, his feet twitched. • 

" You try it on, my boy! " whispered Miss Driscoll. 
" March, I tell you ! ” „ 

Young Mr. Bexendale marched—head down, heart 
crushed to a jelly, despair adding leaden weights to 
the soles of his feet. He was deserted by his dear 
friend, Mr. Claye : he had fallen into the hands of this 
she-dragon, the Driscoll woman, and everything was 
lost. And the worst of it was—he had lost his pluck. 
Too many cigarettes, too many whiskies-and-sodas, 
too much of what he called " Life/’ had destroyed 
the young gentleman's stamina to some considerable 
extent and *left him resourceless, feeble, and miserable. 
As he followed the manageress up the wide staircase 
he was more and more reminded of the last mournful 
processions to the scaffold, and he could not help 
associating the determined Miss Driscoll with tradi¬ 
tions of Calcroft, Jack Ketch, and Marwood. 
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The manageress opened the door of a room marked 
“ Brivate " and stepped inside. 

" We shall not be interrupted here, madam/' she said. 

Miss Driscoll motioned her prisoner to step within 
and the manageress to follow him. She herself brought 
up the rear and locked the door upon the three of them. 
She bade the manageress sit down and/"pointecT* young 
Mr. Bexendale to a place on the hearth-rug. 

“ NoW then, ma’am/' she said, addressing the 
manageress, v I think we shall get to the bottom of 
this affair. You see 4his contemptible young scoundrel, 
masquerading in pansSft’s clothes! he's the ne'er-do- 
weel son of my solicitor, a good, honest, much-too- 
indulgent old gentleman. This fellow ft&T been a bad 
lot all his life, and now he's turned to absolute crime. 
Now, then, you Ninian Bexendale, open your mouth 
ajid out with the truth ! " 

Ninian Bexendale's wits, sharpened by fear, were 
working a little better. He began to reckon matters 
up. After all, what charge could Miss Driscoll bring 
against him ? there was no harm in masquerading as a 
clergyman, and he certainly hadn’t got the diamonds. 

" I've nothing to say to you. Miss Driscoll," he 
replied sulkily. “ What right have you to treat me 
like* this ? " 

" Hear him! " said Miss Driscoll, lifting hands and 
eyes. She went up and shook a substantial fist in 
his face. " You miserable puppy J" she said. “ If 
you don’t own up. I’d break every bone in your body, 
you little rat, you l " 

Young Mr. Bexendfaie’s physical senses succumbed. 
He measured Miss Driscoll’s size and strength and 
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grew frightened. He himself, in consequence of 
generous self-indulgence, possessed about as much 
muscle as a starved sparrow. 

" Wh—what do you want to know ? ” he asked. 

“ What do I want to know ? Everything, you 
wretched focvl ! " answered Miss Driscoll. “ Don't I 
know as am made that you are at the bottom 

of the theft of my diamonds ? Who but you could 
have found out that I was travelling with* them ? 
You—and your precious confederate ha\^ got them." 

“ I'll swear I haven't," as^gKed this caged rat. 
f< I've never seen them. I swuar it! He may have 
got 'em, but I haven’t had a hand in it, except to tell 
him about t$em. And now he’s slung*his hook!" 
mourned the victim of a misplaced confidence. < " I 
never thought he'd treat me like that! " 

"Are you going to tell the whole story and the 
whole truth!" asked Miss Driscoll, very threaten- 
ingly, and with a strong accent on the final word of 
her question. 

Thus adjured, young Mr. Bexendale made a virtue 
of necessity and for perhaps the first time in his life 
told a plain tale. He told it very well, too, and the 
manageress was fascinated, and horrified to think 
that such things should have gone on under her roof. 

" And he was such a pleasant-mannered, polite 
gentleman b " she said, when the subordinate sinner 
had finished. " I saw him myself this morning when 
he left, and thought what nice manners he had.! To 
think of his being a common thjef l " 

" An uncommon thief," said Miss Driscoll, with grim 
humour. “ I see it all now. He f must have tampered 
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with my box last night when I was away from the 
room and he must have contrived to drug me. Also 
he must have escaped by the window. He’s a clever 
villain, and much too clever for you, you miserable 
nincompoop 1 ” she continued, turning to young Mr. 
Bexendale. “ Where do you suppose h^fs gone.; veh ? 
What was settled between you as to Aspuging of my 
diamonds if you got them.” 

" We thought of taking them to Amsterdam,” 
faltered the prisoner. 

The manageress sfl^enly remembered the bit of 
paper which she had picked up in tjie missing man's 
room. a „ 

” I found this on the floor of Mr.—theiVpther man's 
apartment,” she said. “ It seems to be a list of boats 
or trains. Perhaps you may find it of use, ma'am.” 

"Miss Driscoll took the scrap of paper. It bore 
words of figures hastily jotted down—evidently from 
a time table. 

“ Westland Row, 7.45. Kingstown Pier, 8. Holy- 
head, 12. Euston, 5.55—Why,” she said, “ this seems 
to be merely the times of the day mail from here. 
What did the man write that down for—he could have 
carried it in his head ? I know, it’s a blind. He 
wanted us to think he was off to England. Never 
mind— 1*11 have him and I'll have my diamonds 
yet.” 

" May—may I go ? V asked young Mr. Bexendale. 

“ Go ? You'll go to prison, my boy l ” answered 
Miss ■ Driscoll with cheerful promptitude. " That's 
where you’ll go. Go, indeed ! I think I see you.” 

She motioned to tfye manageress, who followed be? 



THE DIAMONDS 


208 


from the apartment. Young Mr. Bexendale found 
himself alone—locked in. 

He sat cursing his fate and himself for a good hour, 
and then the key turned in the lock and Miss Driscoll 
reappeared, and she was followed by a very tall and 
very^muscular man in a tweed suit, who smiled 
pleasant5T'^cn<f“ determinedly and twiddled a heavy 
military-looking moustache as he gazed at the unhappy 
prisoner. 

“ This he ? " asked the portentous personage. 

“ This is he ” answered Missjjgfiscoll. 

The detective glanced, in an amused fashion, at a- 
long narrow parcel which Miss Driscoll carried, wrapped 
up in browijlpaper, in her right hand. 

" Going to carry out that little ceremony you spoke 
of ? ” he said smiling. • 

“ I am/' replied Miss Driscoll, with grim determina¬ 
tion. 

0 I'll wait outside till it’s over/ 7 said the man, laugh¬ 
ing, “ Don't let him make too much.music." , 

He laughed again and retired, closing the door 
softly upon Miss Driscoll and her prisoner. The 
latter, trembling in every iimb, ggped at his jailer in 

sheer terror. ‘ \ 

* % * *■ < • 

“ Take off that coat 1 ” commanded Miss DriscolL 

“ Wh—wh-■“ began the victup. / 

“ Coat 1 n said Miss Driscoll/ wlfii a stamp of her 
foot. 

The coat came off, 

“Waistcoat l" ‘ 

The unhaubv vouth’s waistcoat 


Col 


3#ai8tcoa$» 


with- 
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three successive stajnps. 11 Off with each—I’ll kill 
you* if you don't! ” 

Young Mr. Bexendale, with a face as white as a 
sheet of paper, undressed swiftly. He stood trembling 
like a leaf, in a thin vest and his trousers, and he gazed 
at the awful woman, as a rabbit gazes at a snake that 
is going to kill it. 

“ Dpvfti on your knees! " commanded the woman 
who had got the whip hand. 

Young Mr. Bexendale went on his knees. And 
then Miss Driscoll drefl^out of its paper wrappings a 
brand-new riding switch—the sort they use in heavy 
cavalry regiments, with a steel core running through 
it. At the sight of it the abject figure onVhe hearth¬ 
rug set up a howl for mercy. 

At the end of ten minutes the detective put his 
head through the door. 

M I* say/' he said apologetically “ don’t kill him! 
leave a bit of him." 

Miss Driscoll gave the writhing and shrieking figure 
on the floor one last savage cut, and threw the switch 
away. And then she gave Mr. Ninian Bexendale 
into custody on the charge of being concerned in the 
theft of her diamonds. 



CHAPTER III 


A QUICK CHANGE ARTIST 

Mr. Richard Claye, as Miss Driscoll had wisely 
observed, was an uncommon thief. The younger son 
of a countiy parson, he had Ijeen turned out of his 
father’s house at the age of sA’enteen with a hundred 
pounds in his*pockets and permission to provide for 
himself in fjtture. He had provided for himself evei 
since, and notwithstanding the ups and downs of a 
career which afforded great scope for variety and 
adventure, had done himself very well He had 
played many parts in his time, and had never set any 
great store by honesty, and one of the things which 
proved him to be uncommon was the fact that he 
saw no necessity for honour amongst thieves. In 
securing the diamonds in his own way, and id appro¬ 
priating them to his own use, Mr. Claye conceived 
tfiat he was doing quite the right thing. He knew 
well enough that if Ninian Bexendale could have 
effected the robbery himself he would have done so 
ynthout any help from him ; he also knew that Ninian 
Would keep the whole of the pioceeds of the robbery 
if he only got the chance to do so;. therefore he, Mr. 
Claye* had the right to treat Ninian as Ninian would 
Ijjftave treated him. He did not take the trouble to 
fa$kon up any accounts between merely 

v* <. * 
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put his friend and *fellow-conspirator completely Out 
of mind as soon as he found that he had no further use 
for him. Until the exact moment wherein Mr, Claye 
discovered that the diamonds were as good as his, he 
had meant to share with his young friend—not in equal 
shares perhaps, for that would have been unjust, 
seeing that he, Mr. Claye, was responsible for most of 
the work and trouble, but at any rate in some way. 
But when Niqjan Bexendale, as a unit of any value, 
dropped clean (Tut of the matter (that state of the 
proceedings being reached when Mr. Claye realised 
that the diamonds were to all intents and purposes 
at his disposal) the senior partner took wer the entire 
going concern in his own way, and forgot that his 
^junior existed He did not even give him any con* 
sideration in the matter of settling his hotel bill. 

*Mr. Claye had secured the diamonds in very simple 
fashion. At exactly one o'clock in the morning, by 
which time he knew that Miss Driscoll would be under 
the complete influence of the powerful narcotic which 
he had sprinkled about her pillow and her nightgown, 
he repaired to her door, turned the key from without 
by the use of a pair of steel tweezers, and forced the 
bolt plate off by one gentle, steady, push inwards. 
So absolutely certain was he of the success of his plans 
that his first proceeding cm entering the room was to 
close and lock the door, turn on the electric light, and 
immediately set to wefrk to repair the bolt*plate. He 
knew quite well that Miss Driscoll would have slept 
through a tailway accident or the worst serfdf thunder- 
atorpi, for he had tested that of 

Mtc&tic before. So, mydg^he^domr 
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secured the diamonds, more fr6m f a whimsical pleasure 
than from any other reason, and as he fastened* the 
screws again he laughed to himself to think how puzzled 
everybody would be when the thing came to be looked 
into. He secured the diamonds just as easily as he 
had obtained access to the room, and when that was 
done there was nothing to do but go out by the window. 
And that, to Mr. Claye, a special adept at anything he 
undertook, from book-making to theft, \yas a very easy 
thing indeed. He had examined th6 exterior of the 
premises earlier in the evening, and had made his 
preparations. Outside the window was a ledge suffi¬ 
ciently broad <to allow of a safe foothold, and it was 
no difficult task for Mr. Claye to climb out of the case¬ 
ment, reclose it to the exact inch at which Miss Dziscolk 
had left it open, and traverse the slight space between 
her room and his. That accomplished, Mr. Claye 
had mixed himself a tumbler of whisky-and-water, 
drunk it off with great relish, and gone to sleep, feeling 
that he had accomplished a good night's work. As 
for the diamond necklace, it reposed beneath his pillow, 
in company with his watch and chain and purse, for 
Mr. Claye believed in keeping his property as close 
to him as possible when he slept in a strange house. 

He woke very early next morning, took a cold bath, 
shaved, dressed, ate a hearty breakfast, left a message 
•for his young friend, Mr. Somerville, who at that 
moment was entirely under the influence of Mr. Claye's 
narcotic, and left the hotel after paying his bill, tipping 
everybody, and exchanging a pleasant word or two 
with the manageress. And like the great man that he 
Was, Mr. Claye proceeded straight to Kmgsbridge, 
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knowing well that if a hue and cry should be raised 
after him rather earlier than he had expected, Kings- 
bridge would be the last place in which they would 
look for him, simply because he had told the manageress 
he was going there. On the departure platform at 
Kingsbridge he engaged a dressing-room and had his 
baggage taken into it. And then he exchanged his 
clerical suit and hat for a tweed suit and a soft cap, 
and with this first change made in his appearance he 
left the statioi?! baggage and all, on a car whose driver 
was instructed to take him to Lower Abbey Street. 
It was still eafly in thS morning and Mr. Claye held 
his head erect as he drove along the quay sides and 
through the streets—unlike his late junior partner, 
he Was no coward. 

Mr. Claye gave his jarvey instructions to pull up in 
Lower Abbey Street, at a small establishment which 
was -manifestly given over to the sale of drink. The 
merits of ‘John Jameson's Whisky, of Bass's Pale Ale, 
of Guinness’s Double Stout, were freely extolled in the 
window ; on the signboard over the door appeared the 
name Phelim Hanrahan. A red-headed boy, lazily 
wielding a broom, was sweeping the threshold of this 
establishment when Mr. Claye drove up, and he evinced 
no surprise at seeing an arrival at such an early hour 
of tj>e morning. In answer to Mr, Claye’s inquiries 
he replied that Mr. Hanrahan had just ris&i and was 
in the shop, and at fchat Mr. Claye bade the jarvey 
bring the traps inside, * Then he walked in, and passing" 
through the outer sfyop m a fashion which showed 
that he knew his .whereabouts, pushed open a door 

and entered an inner* sanctum where he discovered a 

4 r *■ 
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very tall, very stout man, engaged in pouring the 
contents of a large bottle of soda-water into a tumbler 
of ample proportions which already contained a liberal 
allowance of brandy. The large, tall man looked up, 
and stared at his visitor half-angrily: then, as he 
recognised him through the somewhat gloomy atmos¬ 
phere of the sanctum, his face relaxed into a broad 
grin, and he set down his bottle of soda-water ^and his 
large tumbler, and stretched out a hand that closely 
resembled a small leg of mutton. * 0 

" Jim ! ” said he, in a voice th£Tt was thoroughly and 
unmistakably English, “ who’d ha’ thought o’ seeing 
you here, old pal! Just come across, eh 1 Well, my 
boy, you’re in time for what our Scottish friends call 
your ‘ mominV What’ll you take, Jim ? Give it a 
name.” 

” Wait till I pay the jarvey, Joe,” answered Mr. 
Claye, who had gripped his friend’s hand with as much 
enthusiasm as the friend had displayed. ” I’ve got a 
trap or two that I want to bring inside.” 

” There’s a red-headed young devil sweeping out¬ 
side there,” said the big man. " Make him carry 'em 
in. Here you, Rafferty, bring in the gentleman’s 
trunks, or bags, or what the devil it is he’s carrying. 
And what '11 you take, Jim, old man ? ” he continued, 
when the coast had been cleared and he and Mr. CJaye 
wefe safely closeted together. “ A b-&-s, or a drop of 
the wine of this country ? A —J—now ? ” 

" For God’s sake, no I ” answered Mr. Claye, making 
a wry face. " I can stand as njuch whisky as would 
float a gunboat at night, but I bar spirits in the morn¬ 
ing, unless it’s a brandy-and-soda.” 



A QUICK CHANGE ARTIST 215 , 

" Ha—ha—ha—! " laughed the big man. “ Unless 
is a good word. *Which'll you have—Martel or 
Hennessy ? " 

” Mar tell," answered Mr. Claye. “ And play light 
with it, Joe, old man—I'm a bit of an abstemious 
party in the morning." 

" Right you are, my boy—that plenty ? " said the 
big man 4 pouring out the brandy with one hand and 
reaching for a bottle of soda with the other. " Here 
you are—and Th* glad to see you—your health, Jim.” 

“ Your health, Joe,* responded Mr. Claye, sipping 
the mixture. “ Very nice that, Joe, old man. There's 
one thing about Ireland ; you can be certain of getting 
decent spirits wherever you go instead of the damned 
poison one gets in Christian England." 

“ Ah, but how many Englishmen are there who 
know a drop of good spirit when they taste it ? ” asked 
the other. " The Irish are better judges. And what 
brings you*here at this time, Jim ? ” 

“A little matter of business, Joe. How's your 
business, by the bye," asked Mr. Claye, sipping his , 
drink with a somewhat preoccupied air. 

" Very decent, Jim, very decent. Not quite, pe ?S 
haps, all that the executors of the late lamented Mr. 
Phelim Hanrahari represented it to be, but not far 
off,*j^plied the stout mail. " I've nothing to grumble 
at~the takings are a good deal more than they were 
at the old place in Leeds. I've never regretted coming 
over here, though there's nothing so certain as tWM 
Ireland isn't England* and especially the Yorkshire*' 
part of the predominant partner." 

” No," answered Mr# Claye. He sipped at his drink 
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again and his eyes became meditative. “ Joe/* he 
continued presently, " I want to lay quiet for a *day 
or two, and to change my identity. A little matter 
of business, you understand." 

“ Right you are, my boy," said Mr. Claye’s friend. 
" This is the spot, and I'm the man. There's a nice 
little room upstairs that you can call your own if 
you're so minded, and as to changing your identity, 
why, I don't know anybody who’s a quicker change 
artist than you are, Jim." 

“ Thank you," said Mr. Claye; " I don't know about 
using the room yet, Joe. I’ve another notion, but 
I'd be glad of^it for an hour or two. And look here, 
Joe, old man,—you see that set of well-worn golf 
clubs ?—I want you to put 'em safely out of sight, 
and also that bag of mine when I've done with it— 
somewhere, you understand, where they won't easily 
be found." 

" It shall be done, Jim, it shall be done, 0 " said his 
good friend. “ Anything that you wish shall be done. 
Good business this time, Jim ? ” 

" It isn't quite finished. Joe, but it's begun well," 
replied Mr. Claye. "I'll go up to that nice little room 
you were talking of, and make a few trifling alterations 
in my appearance, if you please." 

The stout man once more laid himself, his h,9use, 
and his fortune at Mr. Claye's feet. He picked up 
*his guest's bag and puffed his way up several flights 
of stairs with it, finally piloting Mr. Claye into a small 
apartment under the roof, wher^ he set the bag.on a 
chair and pantingly inquired if there was nothing 
more he could do to serve his dd friend Jim. 
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“ Nothing, Joe/' replied the old friend. “ Unless 
it's .to take these cftmned golf dubs into the yard 
and bum 'em. Put 'em right out of sight, old man, 
while I make up—I shall be a military person when 
1 come downstairs." 

The stout man chuckled as he retreated, for he 
knew his friend's powers and admired them. He went 
downstairs, finished his brandy-and-soda, lighted a 
cigar, anci put the golf clubs in a very safe place. After 
that he picked the newspaper and read and smoked 
until his visitor came *back to him. When he heard 
the sound of Mr. Claye's feet on the stairs he looked 
up, prepared to criticise that gentlemanjs appearance. 
As his eyes Tell on his descending figure the stout 
man- uttered a gutteral exclamation which signified 
approval. 

V Very good, very good, indeed, my boy," he said, 
dapping his leg-of-xwitton fist on the nearest table. 
“ Your own mother, if she's alive, wouldn't know 
you." Mr. Claye reflected that he would much rather 
be recognised by his mother than by some other people 
of whom he was aware, but he did not say so.’ He 
went over to a pier glass and looked at himself again, 
and he felt that the landlord's encomiums were deserved. 
It wds a very different looking Mr. Claye, who stood 
starins; at his reflection in the glass, to the Mr. Claye 
wMHhad entered the little drinking shop half an hour 
earlier. This Mr. Claye yvas at least twenty years older; 
he had .lines in his cheeks and wrinkles in his forehead, 
his hair was gray ; he wore a thick, grizzled moustache, 
and he carried his left arm in a sling fashioned out of 
a black silk handkerchief. There was a military 
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precision in his bearing; he looked like a half-pay 
officer of good rank. * 

“ It’s uncommon good, Jim, my boy! ” said the 
corpulent landlord. “ You were always good at that 
game.” 

“ Would you mind putting that bag out of the 
way, Joe ? ” said Mr. Claye, in quite a new voice. 
” Put it where you put the golf things. I dare say 
that if I want a portmanteau for a day or two you’ve 
got something of the sort that you coj&I lend me ? ” 

“ To be sure, my boy,” sa'Id Mr. Claye’s friend. 
“ I’ve just the thing, and as I’ve said before, any¬ 
thing I have at your disposal.” 

He carried the bag away, and Mr. Claye once more 
regarded his new make-up in the mirror. He-' was 
conscious of his powers in that direction, and he said 
to himself that if he went straight back to the hotel 
he might show his face in the coffee-room, or smoking- 
room, or at the office, without fear of recognition. It 
was with a feeling of real satisfaction with himself 
and the world in general that he sat down and lighted 
a cigar. 



CHAPTER IV 


SET A THIEF TO CATCH A THIEF 

Miss Driscoll's arm was none of the weakest, and 
she had administered such a sound thrashing to young 
Mr. Bexendalc that \he detective decided that the 
culprit had better be rested and refreshed before being 
conveyed to the police station. On histown initiative 
he assisted the sobbing and trembling young man to 
dres'S ; he got him a stiff brandy-and-soda and did 
something to console him. 

v< She's a powerful woman, Miss Driscoll," said the 
deteetive, as he helped the victim on with his coat. 
" She laid* into you, I guess ? " 

“ Sh—sh—she’s a f—f—fiend ! " sobbed young Mr. 
Bexendale. " A p—powerful fiend ! " 

“ Well, well, you must allow for her feelings," said 
the detective. " How would you like being robbed of 
fifty thousand pounds, worth of diamonds ? " 

“ I wish I’d never had anything to do with the 
diajj^nds," wailed the unhappy youth. "A precious 
l5tof good I’ve got out^of ’em ! " 

" Ah ! " said the ^detective oracularly, " that's 
generally the way." 

Then he went downstairs and himself carried his 
prisoner some food and bade him eat and drink and 
pull himself together? and having accomplished this 
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errand of mercy he locked him up again and went to 
find Miss Driscoll, who, having had no breakfast, was 
now regaling herself in the coffee-room. 

" I wished to have a little conversation with you, 
madam/’ said the detective. 

“ Certainly,” answered Miss Driscoll, who was now 
in an excellent temper. " Sit down and have some 
breakfast. Let me see—your name is-? ”, 

*' Sergeant Davidson, at your service, ma’am,” 
answered the detective, who seemed inclined to accept 
Miss Driscoll's offer of breakfast, and who now took 
a chair on the other side of the table at which the 
lady was seated. 

“ Well, sergeant, what is it you want to talk about ? ” 
inquired Miss Driscoll, at the same time motioning 
the waitress to hand the bill of fare to her guest. 

“ Why, madam,” answered the sergeant, “ I've behn 
wondering whether it is your best policy to hand the 
youngster upstairs over to us or not. Vour great 
object is to get back the missing property, is it not ? ” 

“ That’s the first object,” admitted Miss Driscoll. 
" I naturally want to recover the diamonds, and to 
do so as quickly as possible. I shall want to punish 
the scoundrel who's made off with them.” 

” Well, I've been wondering whether it wouldn’t pay 
you better to make use of the young man up&pirs 
rather than lock him up,” said Davidson. " My 
theory about Claye is that he'll^remain here in Dublin 
for some days. He’ll know quite well that he'll be 
looked for carefully at all the English ports with which 
Dublin has communication, and he'll not leave just 
yet. He’ll also be a bit afraid % of going either south 
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or north, because ^e'll know that he'll be watched 
for ’ at Cork, Belfast, Waterford and Londonderry. 
You may feel assured that he*s here in Dublin, ma'am, 
and will remain here until he feels it safe to leave." 

“ Well, about Bexendale ? " asked Miss Driscoll. 

“ My notion is that he might be useful in looking 
for the other man,” said the sergeant. " It may be 
that we-don’t know all that he knows yet, but I reckon 
that you’ve so broken his spirit, ma’am, with that 
riding-switch, t^tat we could get the greatest secret 
he has from him.” 

" I'm inclined to do just what you wish. Sergeant 
Davidson," replied Miss Driscoll in slow accents. " I 
don't want this young rascal to go unpunished, though." 

” We can keep an eye on him, ma'am," said the 
detective. “ Keep him without money, oblige him to 
report himself at stated times, and he can't go far. 
My notion was to let him wander about Dublin for a 
few days or so with instructions to keep his eyes open 
for Claye." 

“ Do you really think that’s any good ? ” asked Miss 
Driscoll. 

” Yes, I do, or I couldn't recommend it," answered 
the sergeant, falling to work on the eggs and bacon 
which he had ordered from the waitress. “ I think I 
caj^hake the youngster .very useful indeed in tracing 
£laye, if you can get him to agree to my proposals." # 

” Get him ? " exclaimed Miss Driscoll with wide- 
open eyes. “ I should think there was no question of 
that, -sergeant. Get him, indeed 1 —the sight of my 
riding-switch will soon terrify him into anything.” 

" I wouldn't be tcfo free with that implement of 
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torture/' said the sergeant, with abroad smile. *' I'm 
afraid you rather overstepped the law this morning 
and that I am guilty of aiding and abetting, but I've 
no doubt it did the young man good." 

“A lot of good," said Miss Driscoll emphatically. 
“ He ought to have had periodical doses of the same 
medicine administered to him years ago. But his 
father is much too easy going and far too weak." 

" A well-known solicitor, 1 think you said, ma’am ? " 
inquired the detective. “ Well, you n£ver know what 
to expect.. Let’s hope this experience will enable 
the young fellow to turn over a new leaf. Now, ma'am, 
if you’ll leave matters to me, I'll see that all goes on 
right—I’ll make use of this youngster in my own way, 
and I'll carry on the usual investigation. I’ve a 
notion, ma'am, that a quiet policy will pay best in this 
case. 

" I will leave it with you, then, sergeant," said Miss 
Driscoll. 

“ I suppose you'll be staying in Dublin for a while, 
ma'am ? ” inquired Sergeant Davidson. 

“ I shall stay here, in this house, until something is 
ascertained," replied Miss Driscoll, with great deter¬ 
mination. “ It’s not agreeable to my previous plans, 
but here I stay." 

The sergeant nodded his iiead, and finishedShis 
breakfast in silence. He rose'at last, and looked at 
his hostess, and smiled quietly.' 1 

'* I'm just going upstairs to try a little moral suasion 
on the young man," he said. " I’ll come down again, 
presently, and let you know how he seems disposed. 
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He climbed slowly upstairs to the first floor and 
admitted himself to the room wherein the sad and 
sinful Bexendalc junior sat chewing the bitter cud of 
his reflections as a species of dessert after his solitary 
meal* He shrank together when the door opened, 
and he seemed relieved when he found that Sergeant 
Davidson was alone. 

" Weil/’ said the sergeant, not unkindly. " Feeling 
better ? ” 

“ Yes, thank you. sir,” replied the sinner. 

“ That's right," said the sergeant. He took a chair 
and lighted a cigar, and passed another to his prisoner. 
“ I’ve just had a talk with Miss Driscoll,*’ he continued, 
fingering his cigar. 44 About you, you know! ” 

“ Yes/’ said young Mr. Bexendale. “ Am I—are 
you going to lock me up ? ” 

Well," said the sergeant, 14 that, of course, is what 
usually follows in such cases as this, but Miss Driscoll 
is inclined to be merciful.” 

Young Mr. Bexendale's eyes opened—his aims and 
his back tingled still; it came as a surprise to him 
that Miss Driscoll could feel any mercy for anybody. 

44 Yes,” repeated the sergeant, “ Miss Driscoll is 
inclined to be merciful, if she finds some evidence of 
repentance, and of wish to make reparation in you, 
young man.” j 

The young man at yiat moment would gladly have* 
slain Mias Driscoll by means of horrible tortures, but 
as he was very weak and wobbly, and as the tears 
started to his eyes as he scanned the sergeant, he 
was not only full of penitence, but anxious to make 
all the. reparation in fiis power. 
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" Very good,” said the sergeant. “ I shan't say, 
mind you, what will eventually happen, but if you do 
as you're told and give me the assistance I want, I 
promise you it'll be the better for you." 

" I'll do anything, sir," eagerly responded the culprit. 
" What is it you want me to do ? " 

“ I want you,” replied Sergeant Davidson, u to 
help me to find the man who’s got Miss Driscoll's 
diamonds." 

A gleam of malice shot across young Mr. Bexen- 
dale’s features, and his fingers tightened themselves 
at the thought of Mr. Claye's perfidy. 

" Ah, wouldn't I like it, just," he cried. " I'll pay 
him out for his meanness in sneaking off as he did. 
What can I do, sir ? " 

" It's my belief," replied the detective, " that Claye’s 
here in Dublin and will remain here for some little 
time. Now, I want you, Bexendale "—his voice 
assumed a stem, business-like tone at which the young 
person addressed trembled a little—" I want you to 
act entirely under my orders. I shall take you away 
from here and find you lodgings where you'll be under 
my own supervision and surveillance. I shall make 
you up in a disguise and turn you out into the city 
with definite instructions. And don't you forget, 
young man, that while youv are keeping your^b^gg 
#)pen for a sign or a trace of Claye other eyes will be 
kept on you, and," concluded Sergeant Davidson, 
with a still sterner note in his voice, “ if you try to 
play me false you'll see the inside i of a prison cell Within 
half an hour." 

Young Mr. Bexendale fluttered and trembled. He 
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had an instinctive horror of a prison; 
ill 4o think of it. ^ 


it made him 


“ I'm sure, sir," he answered, trying to throw as 
much sincerity into his voice as he possibly could, 
“ I'm sure Ill do my best and try to deserve your 
confidence. But there's one thing I may as well tell 
you, and that is that Claye’s awfully smart and cute, 
and he’s—he’s a bit dangerous, too 1" 

“Ah," said the detective. ' Dangerous ? How do 
you mean ? " v 

“ He always carries-a revolver," answered young Mr. 
Bexendale. "And he’s the sort to use*it, if he’s 
pressed." 

“ Well, we* must act accordingly," said Davidson. 
“ I ■ want to get him quietly if we can. Now then— 
I'll go and settle your bill, and you can give me the 
money if you have it—and get your things and off 
we 11 go. And I’ll tell you something, young man, 
—although you could go to penal servitude for this, 
if you assist in recovering the diamonds you'll not 
only get off, but you’11 be rewarded.” 

“ Thank you, sir! ” exclaimed the prisoner with 
heartfelt gratitude. “ Fm much obliged to you, 
indeed. I've got money to pay my bill, sir,” and he 
held out a five pound note. Sergeant Davidson took 
the ijote, without inquiring how Mr. Ninian Bexendale 
become possessed $ it, and left the room: the 
grateful young man looked at his reflection in the 
mirror and grinned at himself. 

" beat them all yet," he mused, “ all the lot of 
'em. I'd like to cut Claye’s liver out if I could 
get at him—the mean skunk 1 And as for that 
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she-dragon—eh l Never mind. I’ll settle with her 
yet." ' 

The sergeant presently returned, with the receipted 
bill, and the news that Mr. Bexendalc's baggage had 
been placed in a four-wheeled cab. 

“ And out of consideration for your feelings, young 
man,” he continued, " I’ve sent the cab on to the 
station entrance, and you and me can join it there 
by way of the covered passage, so that you won't have 
to pass through the entrance hall. And now, come 
along, and mind all I’ve told you, and don't you try 
any tricks.” 

" I assure you, sir, I have no intention of playing 
any tricks/' said Ninian, as he followed the detective 
from the private room. ” I am only too glad to be 
able to atone for my misdeeds.” 

“ Umph I ” said Sergeant Davidson. “ Well, wa’ll 
go and begin the atoning business, and see what you 
can do/' « 

He took his man down to the cab by way of the 
staircase and then drove him off to his own house, 
where' he set to work on effecting a difference in young 
Mr. Bexendale’s personal appearance which would 
have done the highest credit to Jfr, Claye himself. 
Within half an hour the young mart’s personality was 
entirely changed, and Miss Driscoll herself would not 
have recognised him/ He \X're a suit of very 
and seedy second-hand clothes,vwith boots to match; 
a big red neckerchief encircled his throat; his head 
was covered by an old cap. The sergeant, after trim¬ 
ming his hair until it was almost level with his scalp, 
fitted him with a beautifully made red wig, and then 
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proceeded to make up a complexion for him. Over 
tha left eye he fitted a black patch—and the trans¬ 
formation was complete. Young Mr. Bexendale did 
not know his own face, and he said to himself that 
nothing would be easier than to cut and run under 
such a disguise. But the sergeant was anxious that 
the police should know him, and he was unkind enough 
to parade him before a large assemblage m a barrack 
yard and to promise another parade at night. And 
then he tur neck him into the street with final instruc¬ 
tions. • 

41 You’re a loafer," he said. “ Wander* round and 
keep your eyes open. If you see anything, communi¬ 
cate with me by wire, but don’t lose sight of your 
man if you can help it. If you want help show the 
badge I gave you to any constable. And remember 
that we're watching you." 

Ypung Mr. Bexendale wandered forth on his mission. 
Sergeant JDavidson had turned him into the street with 
only a couple of shillings in his pocket, and with no 
other solace than a clay pipe and a paper of tobacco, 
these articles of luxury being more in keeping with 
his character than cigars or cigarettes. It was not a 
cheerful prospect, but it was better than sitting in a 
prisdn cell. 

Hq was to wander where he liked, about the principal 
-streets, around the pubkfc buildings, to linger wherever 
he pleased, on the bridges, the quays, or the ope 3 
spaces. But he was to use his bestsjudgment as to all 
this and to decide for himself as to the most likely 
places in which Claye would be found. Unfortunately, 
he had been unablo to convince the sergeant that 
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Claye would most likely be discovered in saloon bars, 
or billiard rooms—that sage gentleman bade Mr. 
Bexendale keep to the streets. 

He tramped over a good deal of Dublin that day 
without achieving any success, and he went home to 
the sergeant at night rather foot sore and a little bit 
downhearted. But the sergeant fed him and warmed 
him and cheered him up, and if he did keep him under 
lock and key for the night he gave him a grateful and 
generous dose of hot grog before he retired to rest, 
and provided a handsome breakfast for him next 
morning, so*'that his heart was comforted within him. 

And next day young Mr. Bexendale hit on a stroke 
of luck. He was strolling aimlessly along Sackville 
Street, hands in pockets and clay pige in mouth, -the 
very picture of a down-at-heel loafer, when he caught 
sight of a very tall and very corpulent man who was 
rolling, rather than walking, towards him. He t did 
not notice the loafer, but the loafer noticed*him and 
was filled with wonder. 

“ Blessed if that isn't Joe Kilner that used to keep 
the oyster bar in Upperhead Row in Leeds 1 ” he ex¬ 
claimed. “ What the devil is he doing here ? " 

Young Mr. Bexendale turned and followed Mr. 
Joseph Kilner at a slow pace. 



CHAPTER V 


YOUNG MR. BEXENDALE IS SILENCED 

The 6ig man rolled slowly along, sometimes nodding 
to an acquaintance, sometimes pausing to look at the 
goods displayed in shop window, once or twice 
stopping to exchange a word or two with folk who 
met him. He appeared tQ be in no hurry, and the 
loafer who followed in his wake was in no hurry either. 
Whenever Mr. Kilner paused or loitered Mr. Bexen- 
dale found it easy work to pull himself up, stare in the 
windows or relight the contents of his clay pipe. In 
thi§ way he followed the stout man about until Lower 
Abbey Street was reached and there he beheld him 
enter a small drinking saloon over which appeared 
the name Phelitn Hawaiian. 

Up to this moment and indeed for some moments 
later, Bexendale had no more reason for following 
Mr. Joseph Kilner than that of idle curiosity. He 
had recognised him in Sackville Street as a man who 
up %o three years previously had kept a small oyster 
bar in Leeds and haylince disappeared. • Young Mr. 
Bexendale had sometimes taken an oyster supper At 
this bar or had called for half a score of best natives 
early in the morning when he did not feel very well, and 
he had often exchanged opinions with the proprietor, 

usually on matters relative to horse-racing or the 
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prize ring. He therefore felt much interest in Mr. Kilner, 
and had he been himself instead of what he seemed 
he would have gone up to him and greeted him warmly 
as an old acquaintance. But under present circum¬ 
stances he could only gaze at Mr. Kilner’s mountainous 
figure and think of old times. 

He stood in Lower Abbey Street for some time 
staring at the door of the saloon, and wondering why 
Mr. Kilner did not come out. The advertisements of 
Bass and Guinness, Martell and Hennessy, Power and 
Jameson in the window presently acted so strongly 
upon his imagination that he decided to take a drink 
himself, and he jingled a few coppers in his pocket 
and started across the street with a thirsty tongue and 
itching lips. He walked into the saloon; there, 
behind the bar, his coat off, his shirt sleeves rolled up, 
his leg-of-mutton hand engaged in polishing glass 
with a white cloth, stood,Mr. Kilner. just as much at 
home amongst his bottles and barrels as he kad once 
been amongst his Blue Points and Whits tables. 

Mr. Bexendale dissembled with marked success. 
He selected three coppers from a little handful which 
he drew from his pocket and asked for a bottle of 
Bass as he laid them on the counter. Mr. Kilner 
selected a bottle of Bass, uncorked it, poured it care¬ 
fully into a tall glass, held it up to the light # and 
estimated its qualities with i}We eye closed and the 
other screwed up and set it before his customer with 
a flourish. ^ 

“ If that ain't in prime condition," said Mr. Kilner, 
" call me a Dutchman," and he swept the three coppers 
into his till and resumed his glasses and his cloth. 
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"Young Mr. Bexendale rolled the amber liquor over 
his* palate, which had been a hot one from his youth 
upw^frd. 

“ Very nice indeed ! ” he said. “ You know how to 
keep bottled beer, mister, you do ! ” 

Mr. Kilner took the compliment with a gracious 
countenance, and smiled in an elephantine fashion. 

“ Ale," he said, “ that is to say, bottled ale, is no use 
unless it is in good condition. It should drink sharp, 
I reckon/* he continued, glancing at his customer, " I 
reckon you're from England." 

" You're right,” answered Mr. Bexendale?. 

" And from the North country,” saj.d Mr. Kilner, 
with a strong emphasis on the conjunction. 

“ Well, thereabouts,” replied the customer, smacking 
his lips once more over the beer. 

•“ I used to live in Leeds myself, once,” said Mr. 
Kilner, evidently inclined to be expansive in the presence 
of a compatriot, “ but I'm a Warwickshire man by 
rights.” 

" Oh, indeed,” said young Mr. Bexendale. ” Are 
you ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Mr. Kilner, " but I'm very well where I 
am.' What might you have been doing to your eye ? " 

" Tell down the blooming hatchway in my ship,” 
ansv^red Mr. Bexendale, “ and caught the eyebrow on 
•the corner of a chest, fonder it didn't do-for me.” 

” Ah ! I should think so,” said Mr. Kilner sympa-* 
thetically. “ A very tender place, is the eyebrow. 
It-" 

At this moment the door of the inner sanctum swung 
open and there emerged a military-looking man very- 
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correctly attired in a neat suit of ^ark blue serge, who 
carried his left arm in a sling made out of a black Silk 
handkerchief. He nodded affably to the man behind 
the bar, bestowed a quick, keen glance at the loafer 
with the black patch, and marched out into the street, 
twirling the points of his grizzled moustache with a 
very white hand. The loafer saw the hand as it moved 
upwards, and he set down his glass on the counter and 
breathed a gentle sigh. Young Mr. Bexendale had 
found Richard Claye. - 

He was as dead certain that he had ran his quarry 
to earth as'that he was himself. He knew the strong 
white hand with an absolute knowledge^—it had two 
disfiguring marks, one, a little blue anchor tattooed on 
the back of the wrist, the other, the lack of one half of 
the third finger. There was no disputing that evidence, 
the man in the quiet, unassuming, well-cut suit, the 
man with the aristocratic bearing and handsome 
grizzled moustache was Richard Claye, Without a 
doubt. 

Young Mr. Bexendale began to think hard. It was 
evident that Claye was lying hidden with Kilner, who 
was no doubt an old friend of his. Was it possible 
that Kilner was in the secret ? Bexendale thought 
not; Claye was not likely to sacrifice one pennyworth 
of the diamonds now that he Aad got them all to him¬ 
self. Now—how would it be\f it were suggested to* 
kilner, that he and Bexendale should secure the prize, 
or at any rate force Claye to part with proportionate 
shares of it To this young man’s mind no man, was 
above sordid considerations ; it was not in his mental 
economy to conceive of a person Hying who would not 
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sell his soul for a Reasonable sum. He had no desire 
tonsjtum the diamonds to the Driscoll woman—not he I 
he'd rather sec her in hell first, he remarked with force. 
He Wanted the diamonds for himself—it was a pity that 
one must take another man into partnership in order 
to get them, but just as he had been obliged to seek 
Claye's help in Leeds, so he was now obliged to obtain 
Kilner’s in Dublin. * 

The man in the loafer's suit gazed critically out of 
his one eye ah the big man behind the counter. He 
suddenly leaned ovei* the barrier and addressing the 
astonished Mr. Kilner in a whisper, said:— 

" I say, guv'nor, let me have a wq?*d with you in 
private.” 

The stout mctfi put down his cloth and the glass 
which he was just then polishing. 

• " Eh I ” he said, “ if it’s borrowing money, my lad—" 

"■I don't want to borrow anything,” said young Mr. 
Bexendale. " I just want a word or two with you. 
about a private matter.” 

Mr. Kilner seemed astonished, but he motioned his 
customer to pass through the swing door into the 
sanctum, and there into a species of sitting-room at 
the bade. 

" What is it ? ” he inquired, looking down at Mr. 
Bexendale from his superior height. 

" You don't know rite” said Mr. Bexendale, " but I 
know you. I've had^many a dozen oysters at your 
bar ki Leeds.” 

"Have you?” s^id Mr. Kilner suspiciously. "So 
have hundreds of folks. What then ? ” 

” Keep your hair dn,” said Mr. Bexendale, soothingly. 
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“I’d reckon you’d remember me «i£ I’d take off this 
damned wig and this patch and had my own clothes 
on.” 

“ Look here, my lad,” remarked Mr. Kilner, 4( you 

listen to me. If this is some-” 

“ Keep your hair on, I say,” said Mr. Bexendalc, who 
was enjoying the situation. " Here, I’ll relieve your 
suspense. That was Dick Claye that went oujt just 
now.” 

” Was it,” said Mr. Kilner. " Dear me ! And who, 
may I ask, is Dick Claye ? ” 

“ There are times,” said Mr. Bexendale with non¬ 
chalant carelessness, “ when he’s known as Jin: Creigh¬ 
ton, which, for all I know, may be his real name. But 
in Leeds lie's known as Richard Cla^e, and Richard 
Claye is just now badly wanted by the Dublin police.” 
Kilner folded his arms and breathed hard. • 

” Look here, my boy ! ” he said. ” Who the devil 
are you, and what do you want ? ” * 

" That’s right,” said young Mr. Bexendale. “ Now, 
we’re getting to business. If you’ll take a seat, I'll 
tell you everything.” 

Mr. Kilner, however, maintained a standing position. 
He gave a backward look through the sanctum into 
the outer shop, called to his assistant to attend to the 
counter for a few minutes, and then closed the doer of 
his room. TTien he consented to sit down, and he took " 
a chair opposite to that occupied by Mr. Bexendale 
and planting his leg-of-mutton hands firmly on his 
large knees he looked his visitor squarely in the eye. 

" Now then, young fellow,” he said, ” let’s know 
what you’re after ? ” * 
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" I'm after property of my own that Dick Claye has* 
got*” answered the other. “ And I'm offering you a 
share in it if you'll help me to get it. I reckon you're 
not above doing a good turn for yourself, are you ? 
And this is a big job—none of your two-penny-half¬ 
penny affairs." 

“ Let’s hear all about it," repeated Mr. Kilner. 

Young Mr. Bexendale reflected for a moment or 
two. lie saw no way of obtaining the diamonds now 
save with Mr. Kilner's help. It wasn't a one man job, 
anyway—he must have a partner.. So he took the 
plunge. • 

"I'm trusting you, mind,", he said, " and I'm going 
to give you s\ich a chance as few men get," and with 
this preface he tjld Mr. Kilner the whole story of the 
diamonds from the moment in which he had seen Miss 
Driscoll produce them in his father's private office to 
that .of their disappearance from the hotel in custody 
of Mr. Claye. ^ 

" And did you ever hear of a dirtier trick than that ? 
concluded the narrator. " To sneak off from a pal that 
had trusted him with everything and put him on to 
one of the best jobs of the last hundred years ! He 
deserves* roasting alive for it—that's what he deserves, 
damn him! " 

" You said," remarked Mr. Kilner after a brief silence, 
^during which each man studied the other’s face, " you 
said as how the polio/ are after Jim—Claye, as yot? 
call him ? How do you know ? " 

" Because I do know," retorted young Mr. Bexen¬ 
dale. " What do you suppose I'm in this get-up for ? 
They collared me at# the hotel, curse 'era, and I only 
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’got off by giving a solemn promise to bilp them to 
find Claye. They know he's hanging around in Dutyin. 
It's Sergeant Davidson's idea, that, and you see he 
isn't far wrong." 

“ Oh, he isn't, isn’t he ? " replied Mr. Kilner. And 
so you came into my place on the look-out, did you ? " 

" I’ saw you in Sackville Street," said Mr. Bexen- 
dale, " and I recognised you as Joe Kilner that used 
to keep the oyster shop in Upperhead Row. 'And I 
followed you just out of curiosity—I hadn't a notion 
that you were the proprietor, of whatever you are, of 
this place. * And then I saw Claye.” 

“ And supposing. Mister, that I don't fall in with 
your argument^," said Mr. Kilner, " supposing that I 
don't see my way to go into partnership with you in 
this matter of the diamonds, what tlfen ? " 

Young Mr. Bexendale smiled. # 

" Why, then," said he, " I'm afraid you'll have a 
visit from the police—in search of a gentleman with a 
false moustache and a lame arm (which isn't lame) 
in a sling, and whose right hand js tattooed at the 
wrist and is minus half of one finger. That's what'll 
happen." 

Mr. Kilner nodded his heavy head. % 

“ As for the police," he said, “ they make rf® differ¬ 
ence to me; I've nothing to do with 'em, nor they 
with me. ,What they mightMiave to say to a friend,. 
»r lodger of mine as happens t<\be staying in my house 
is no concern of mine." 

* Young Mr. Bexendale reverted to his original line. 

" Look here, mister," he said wheedingly, " ’those 
diamonds are worth every pen^y of fifty thousand 



BEXENDALE 1 IS SILENCED 237 

pounds. If Clayey staying in your house what's* 
easier than for you and me to get them from him ? 
There's more ways than one. Nobody knows but you 
and me—nobody has the least notion that I'm here. 
Of course, if you and me can't come to terms, well, I 
shall just go straight to Davidson and tell him where 
Claye's hidden." 

" There weren't any of the police with you when 
you came in here ? " asked Mr. Kilner, eyeing his 
guest over with dubious glances. " Nobody waiting 
for you—outside ? " . 

“ You bet I " replied Mr. Bexendale, with obvious 

belief in the truth of his own statement. " No—not a 

% 

soul in the World knows I'm here, t want to work 
this on my own hook, mister—I don't want to help 
Davidson unless fm forced to it." 

JVlr. Kilner seemed to think hard for a few moments. 
" If you're not pressed for time," he said presently. 
“ I’ll just, think things over and see what I might do. 
I'd like to know if Claye has the stuff on him, or 7 
he's put it away." 

" It's on him, you bet! ” replied Mr. Bexendale with 
great confidence. 

" We& I’ll think it over a bit," said Mr. Kilner. 
" IfT ^>uld see my way to doing it quietly, I might 
be inclined to go in with you. Look here," he con- 
, tinued, rising, " it*# not safe for you to be here. Claye 
might be in any minu/e. If you’ll come with me I'JI 
put you in a room where you can be quite safe until 
we can talk again. Here, take a cigar or two out of 
that box; you may*as well be comfortable while yoii 
wait." 
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Mr. Kilner himself picked up a^decanter of whisky, 
a siphon of soda water, and a tumbler, and earned 
them in front of his guest, who eyed these provisions 
with great favour. He conducted Mr. Bexendale 
along some narrow and dirty corridors to a small room, 
lighted by one dirty window which looked into a narrow 
yard, and there he left him. It was then about two 
o'clock in the afternoon, and for two hours young Mr. 
Bexendale was happy with his liquor and his' cigars 
and the newspaper. About four o'clock he began to 
get tired of waiting, and he tried the door with the 
notion of going out. The door was locked—he was a 
prisoner. He went to the window: that too, was 
barred. He suddenly began to realise 'that he was 
trapped. 

It v.t.s nearly dusk when he heard footsteps outside 
the door, then the key turned and he looked up to see 
Claye standing in the doorway and Kilner behind him. 
Ajid he saw something in their faces that turned his 
heart sick—deadly sick. His lips suddenly parched, 
tried to articulate. 

“ Get it over, Jim ! M said Kilner, in a husky whisper 

Then young Mr. Bexendale saw the gleam of a 
revolver, and a cruel, steady eye behind it, am£ he felt 
as if all the world had suddenly gone to piece* about 
him, and he spun round and fell across the boards at 
his murderer's feet, shot through the brain. 



CHAPTER VI 


MR. KILNER PUTS HIS FRIEND IN A SAFE PLACE 

Mr. Joseph Kilner, wiser in his generation than 
young Mr. Bexendale had thought him, had con¬ 
sidered all the points *of the problem i,r hich his patch¬ 
eyed visitor put to him with a celerity thaf would have 
amazed that unfortunate youth if he; had only been 
able to see into the depths of the corpulent landlord's 
mind. , He had J^ad no previous notion of the exist¬ 
ence of the diamonds, for Mr. Claye was one of those 
wise people who never talk about their own business 
needlessly, but when he did hear of them and that 
they werb in his visitor's possession, he immediate 
confessed to himself that he would much rather go 
into partnership with Mr. Claye in them than with 
Mr. Bexendale. He had known Mr. Claye foir some 
years and had already had various business dealings 
with hjfti. Of young Mr. Bexendale he knew abso¬ 
lutely nothing beyond what that ingenuous person had 
told jhim, and he was ijot impressed by him in any 
• way except that he was much more of a fool than he 
looked, Mr, Kilner's'motions of a partner were of t, 
man .shrewd enough to keep himself safe; not of a 
youth who would run his head into the first booby- 
trap set for him. Moreover, at that particular period 
Mr.' Kilner was hand in glove with Mr. Claye in more 
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’ways than one. It was Mr. Clan’s money that had 
enabled Mr. Kilner to purchase the goodwill of .the 
late Phelim Hanrahan's business, Mr. Kilner, more¬ 
over, did a little quiet book-making in which Mr. 
Claye was also interested : and as Mr. Kilner invariably 
found in all these transactions that Mr. Claye was 
generbus and open-handed he was scarcely likely to 
throw him over for a partner whose only bait was 
a promissory share in a diamond necklace which was 
in Mr. Claye's safe keeping. And so Mr. Kilner judged 
it his best policy to keep young Mr. Bexendale in 
custody until Mr. Claye returned to the shop, for 
he was sufficient judge of character to read malice in 
a human countenance when it was plainly written 
there, and he knew that if the young man with the 
patch on his eye got away he woulS certainly go to 
the police and bring a swarm of them about the house. 

Mr. Kilner was by no means easy when he had 
locked his prisoner up with the whisky, the siphon, 
the cigars, and the newspaper. He got rid of his 
barman on a good excuse that sent that individual to 
the other side of Dublin for the rest of the day, and 
he settled himself in the front bar as a sort of watch¬ 
dog. He was horribly afraid that since younc Bexen¬ 
dale was in collusion with the police, they must have 
kept a watch on him and been aware that hq, had 
entered liis shop, and it would have occasioned him. 
lio surprise if he had received^ visit from some in¬ 
dividual who would turn out to be a detective. As 
the afternoon wore on and nothing but the ordinary 
customers turned up he grew les$ anxious, but he was 
very pleased and much relieved when Mr. Claye walked 
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in about twilight. 'There was no one in the bar at 
the*time, and Mr. Kilner followed his friend through 
the sanctum into the little private sitting-room in 
which he had held converse with young Mr. Bexendale 
earlier in the day. When he closed the door and 
looked round at his guest, Mr. Claye knew that some¬ 
thing had happened. 

11 1 say, Jim/’ said Mr. Kilner, “ I’m afraid you’ll 
have to clear; they're on your track." 

Mr. Claye started. 

What makes you say that, Joe," he asked. " Any¬ 
body been here ? " 

“ I’ve got a chap locked up in a very private room 
upstairs at the back of the house," observed Mr. Kilner, 
" who would bring a swarm of 'em here if he could 
only get loose. Bexendale." 

ilr. Claye started again at the name of his late 
partiier. 

" Bexendale," he said. " How came he here ? " *** 

“ He came," answered Mr. Kilner, “ in workman's 
clothes, with a patch over his eye. That was hhn as 
you passed in the bar as you went out." 

" Him ? " exclaimed Mr. Claye. " Who'd made him 
up, I vjjfhdev ? " 

“ Ah,” said Mr. Kilner. " He's better made up than 
you dre, Jim—after all.’' Davidson made him up. 
You didn't know hin?, but he knew you. Loolr 
here." 

Mr. * Kilner made so bold as to take Mr. Claye's 
right‘hand in his own and to lift it up to its owner's 
gaze.. He pointed tp the finger which had lost its 
first join", and to the tattooed mark f near his wrist. 
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" You should wear a glove, Jim,*' lie said half reproach¬ 
fully. “ Marks like them tell, you know, they really 
do." 

*' I guess you're right," answered Mr. Claye. 
" Damned if I thought Bexendale was sharp enough 
to notice them. Well, what did he say or do ? " 

Mr. Kilner gave a brief, concise account of what 
had transpired between himself and the young man 
upstairs, not forgetting to mention that young Mr. 
Bexendale had been generous enough to offer him, 
Mr. Kilner,.some share in the hypothetical fortune of 
fifty thousand pounds. 

" But I wasn't going to give you away, you know, 
Jim," concluded Mr. Kilner. " I always prefer an 
old pal to a new *un. And so I just nlhde the youngster 
safe until you came back." 

44 What’s to be done ? " said Mr. Claye. 44 If he gets 
out of here we’ll have the police down on^us in no 
And we can’t keep him here—he’d kick up a 
row. I knew the Driscoll woman had started the 
game., I passed her and Davidson just now in Griffin 
Street, walking and talking together. She had a 
good stare at me, too,—didn’t know me from Adam." 

" It was your hand as done it with BexendaSS^ Jim," 
said Mr. Kilner. “ The rest of you is perfection." 

44 Well,” said Mr. Claye forHhe second time, " what's 
be done ? ” v 

The two men looked at each other narrowly. For 
some moments neither of them spoke. At last Mr. 
Kilner broke the silence. •. 

" Are they worth all that, Jim { " he said with great 
significance. 
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44 Every penny of it," answered Mr. Claye, with 
equ&l great emphasis. 

44 Then they’re worth running a bit of risk for ? " 
said Mr. Kilner. 41 Have you got ’em on you, Jim, if 
one may ask ? " 

Mr. Claye felt that this question was equivalent to 
a declaration of intending partnership on the part of 
Mr. Kilner, and he replied to it somewhat testily. 

44 I've got ’em on me, Joe,” he said, slapping the 
region of his liver lightly in indication of the fact that 
the treasure was stowed in his belt* “ ancj you shall 
have your share of ’em if all goes right. But what 
about this cfyap upstairs—what’s to »be done with 
him ? ” 


44 It's his life o?»your liberty, Jim," said Mi. Kilner, 
in a low voice. 44 If he gets out of this he’ll go straight 
to ’Davidson. If you were to get away yourself he’d 
eventually put them on your track.” 

Mr. Claye sighed. * 


It’s a job I’ve no liking for,” he said. 44 But—is it 


a quiet room you’ve put him in ? " 


44 Quiet as the grave,” answered Mr. Kilner. 44 There’s 


, nobody can hear anything out of that room.” 

44 Common then,—let's get it over,” said Mr. Claye. 
44 Hadn t you better fasten your shop door for awhile ? ” 


Mr.*Kilner went out iind bolted the street door. 


Then he returned and led Mr. Claye up to his victim.^ 
“ It'll be all right there for awhile,” said Mr. Kilner, 
regarding the dead body with an air of distaste. 44 1 
know-where we can put him by-and-by—come down 
Jim, and have a drinl^.” 

He locked the door on the dead man, and the t 
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went back along the narrow corridors and dark stair¬ 
case towards the inhabited part of the house. And 
as they descended the last flight of stairs they became 
aware of a heavy knocking on the street door. Mr. 
Claye and Mr. Kihier paused in their descent, and 
stared at each other with considerable surprise and 
agitation in their eyes. 

44 What's that," asked Mr. Claye suspiciously* 

44 Probably a customer," said Mr. Kilner. 44 Must 
be. Who else could it be ? " 

44 Are yop going to open the* door ? " inquired Mr. 
Claye. 

44 It’ll look queer if I don't," said the new partner 
in the diamonds. 44 I’m supposed to be open until 
ten, and it isn’t eight yet." * 

44 Well, I'll be snug," remarked Mr. Claye. 44 Give 
the signal if anything seems wrong." 

He disappeared into a room at the back and Mr. 
"Kilner, not without considerable fear and trepidation, 
walked into the shop and opened the door. There 
stood a tall man in plain clothes, a man with a large 
moustache, and a pleasant smile—Sergeant Da^ddson. 

44 Good-evening. Mr. Kilner," he said affably enough. 
44 It's rather a surprise to find you closed at%xis early 
hour." 

44 It's very unusual, sir, blit I only closed for*a few 
^ninutes," answered Mr. Kilner. 44 My man is away, 
and as I had to go to the back of the premises I just 
fastened the door for awhile. I’d had one slight 
robbery of the till this very afternoon," be continued 
with an aggrieved voice, 44 and I ^didn't want another." 

41 Ah, what was that ? " inquired Davidson. 
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" This very afternoon/' said Mr. Kilner, " in come 
a rather down-on-his-luck sort of chap as wore a patch 
over his eye and orders a bottle of ale. When I'd 
served him with the bottle of ale he asks if I couldn’t 
get him a bit of bread and cheese, he was that hungry. 
Well, just to oblige him I stepped into the back of the 
house for the bread and cheese and when I came back 
my gentleman had departed and so had my money— 
what there was of it in the till, which," concluded Mr. 
Kilner with an air of resignation, " was certainly not 
much—two pounds folir shillings and a few coppers, 
but still too much to lose." 

" Ah," saicj Sergeant Davidson, who had listened 
to this story with great interest. “ Now, it’s rather 
singular, but I called to inquire about that very man, 
Mr. 'Kilner. One of my men had him under observa¬ 
tion this afternoon and saw him enter your saloon 
—he ■ waited some time for him to come out and he 
never came." 

"I dare say," said Mr. Kilner dryly, "he wouldn’t 
see him go out, ’cause he took himself off by this side 
door and there went down the alley. He done me with 
that trick," he continued with sarcastic reflection. " I 
ran putjjw the front door while he was most likely a- 
scooting down the alley. If Roberts was the man 
who had him under observation," he concluded, " I 
see Roberts a-standing on the other side of the street 
just before the man came in, but 1 didn’t see him 
when I looked out after the thief or else I should have 
given- information of ,my loss." 

" It was Roberts," jsaid the sergeant. He went over 
to the side door, opened it, and looked up the alley. " I,/ 
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don’t think Roberts knew of this opening,” he said, 
reflectively, as he came back into the shop. • 

" Very likely not, sir,” replied Mr. Kilner, " it’s not 
well seen from the street.” 

” I don’t suppose you’ll see the man again,” said 
Davidson. ” He'll keep clear of this quarter. But I 
shall be sure to get him and I’ll see about getting your 
money back, if there’s any of it left.” 

” Which I don’t suppose there will be,” said Mr. 
Kilner with a wry face. ” But I’m obliged to you all 
the same, sir.” 

Sergeant Davidson went away and Mr. Kilner, 
after having locked thy front door again, treated him¬ 
self to a drink, mixed another and carried it off to his 
friend Mr. Claye. And as he traversed the passages 
of the old house his mind continued to work at a* plan 
which was slowly shaping itself there. * 

“ Jim,” he said as he rejoined his friend, ,f it was 
■Davidson and after Bexendale. I’ve put Rim off for 
the time being, but he’ll be back, Jim, for Certain, 
and, Jim, we must get Bexendale out of the way, 
quick.” 

” And what about me? ” inquired Mr. Claye, 
gulping down his whisky-and-soda at ondfedraught. 
" Where am I to go ? ” 

“ I can put you where nobody but the devil bimself 
could And'you,” replied Mr. Kilner, ” if the need arises, 
Jim. * But let’s hope as how it won’t.” 

They went upstairs together and they put the dead 
man into a large sack which f Mr. Kilner unearthed 
from a cupboard on the way* a^d between them they 
carried him to the basement of the house by a‘back 
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staircase and in one the cellarings, green and noxious* 
with damp, they laid him down and recovered their 
breath. And then Mr. Kilner pointed to a flagstone 
in the flooring in which was inserted a gigantic iron 
ring. 

“ Help me to get that up, Jim," he panted. “ It’s 
a lower cellaring that opens on an old sewer. There's 
nobody'll ever End him in there—and the rats'll clear 
his bones in a day or two—clothes or no clothes," 

They got the flag up between them and in the light 
of a lantern which Kilner had juried disclosed a 
short, slippery flight of steps leading down -into a dark 
space from which rose a whiff of pestilent Lai air. 

" Steady ddwn, Jim," said Mr. Kilner. “ Mind your 
feet." ^ 

Mr. Claye uttered an exclamation of disgust as they 
reached the bottom and set down their load. 

“ What a hole ! " he said, " I wouldn’t-" 

" Hush 4 " said Mr. Kilner. " What’s that! More 
knocking. Here, Jim, wait a second while I see what 
it is! " 

He ran up the slippery steps with wonderful agility 
for one so corpulent, through the cellar above and 
along tfa* basement passages towards the shop. Mr. 
Claye, ^stening in the loathsome cavern, heard his 
footsteps retreat, die a\jay, and come into hearing 
again with great clatter and bustle down the steps into 
the cellar. Mr. Kilner reappeared frantic with, haste* 

' “ Jim. Jim ! ” he cried in a hoarse voice. " Down 
- ■ 

there with you quick! Here’s Davidson and a whole 
gang of ’em l—hide clown there till I can get ’em away * 
—they # U not examinl that hole." 
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Mr, Claye, who had advanced half-way up the steps 
of the noxious dungeon, retreated hastily and before 
he could say a word the heavy flagstone fell across 
the cavity and he found himself in darkness. He 
heard footsteps above him—Mr. Kilncr’s footsteps— 
and they seemed a long, long way off. Then came 
silence. He was alone with the body of his victim, 

Mr. Kilner went slowly back to the shop, unlocked 
the street door, went behind the bar and mixed him¬ 
self a stiff glass of brandy-and-water. He had carried 
out his plan, and the diamonds were his when the 
man who carried them had died of starvation. 



Episode the Fifth 
THE DIAMONDS GO BACK 




CHAPTER I 


Till' MAN ABOVE AND THE MAN BELOW 

Tor the rest of the evening Mr. Joseph Kilner re¬ 
mained in his saloon conducting his business as usual. 
Customers came in noft and then, and he attended to 

their desires and held converse with some of them. 

* 

None of thejn remarked anything strange in Mr. 
Kilner's manner—he passed the time of day in his 
usual affable fashion and talked of whatever subject 
haj^ened to be to the fore at that moment. There 
were customers in the outer saloon and in the inner 
sanctum, and Mr. Kilner’s man being away from the 
establishment, its proprietor had to attend to evety- 
, body Himself. He was in and out of the two places 
constantly until closing time, and was never still until 
the last customer had gone. But when he finally 
clb^d the doors and secured the bolt and ke^ which 
held,them, Mr. Kilner felt that at last the dreaded 
momerif had come wherein,he must face the lonely 
night, <end the companion%hip of his own thoughts. 

He naturally braced himself for this task by an 
application to the brandy decanter. He took a long 
and strong drink and felt much better for it, and he 
began to think of things in a pleasanter way. After 
all, the great thing hf had most to fear was detection, 
and he saw little* chance of that at prqsent. Richard 
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Claye, alias James Creighton, and some other names, 
was as much buried alive as if he had been formally 
interred in the deepest grave in Glassnevin cemetery— 
no one but Mr. Kilner could release him. And that 
Mr. Kilner was by no means disposed to do—the 
devils of cupidity, avarice, and of inordinate greed had 
taken hold of him ; he meant the diamonds to be his. 
He would leave Mr. Claye in his prison-grave for awhile, 
and visit what was left of him later. 

“ And that,” said Mr. Kilner reflectively, “ can’t be 
much, for those rats are something terrible. I woncLei 
how long he'll last ?—not long in that hole.” 

Then he partook of more brandy, and lighted a 
cigar and read the paper in his little sitting-room and 
wished the house was not so quiet. # 

“I'll get Hennessy to stop to-morrow night,” he 
said to himself. ” He’d be a bit of company at any 
rate—there's something very depressing in a house 
when there's nobody in it but yourself.” 

Then he remembered that there was something, in 
his house beside himself, and that the something had 
been a living man who, in the very vigour of his man¬ 
hood and flush of good health was suddenly condemned 
to death by starvation, and at this thought Mr. Kilner 
repaired to the brandy decanter for more tomfort. 
He hoped that these sort Of thoughts would not trouble 
him during the night, and as a precaution he determined 
to take more brandy to his bedroom. % 

When Mr. Kilner finally determined to retire he 
had already consumed about three times the amount 
of his usual allowance of spirits for the evening, and 
was steadily drinking still more, and he conceived and 
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made welcome a delusion that the more brandy he 
drank the better it would be for him. He went to 
look round his house and once more told himself that 
he would really get some person to live in it on the 
morrow—it was too lonely for anything. 

“ And yet/' he said as he rolled his stout body 
about the passages and corridors, “ who knows what 
mischief mightn't result ? If it was a woman, now, 
she'd be peeping and prying from morning to night, 
and her nose would be poked into every comer of the 
place. And she might-hear or see something." 

The notion of what might be heard made him ad¬ 
vance cautiously to the cellars and li^en at the head 
of the stairway which led to them. Mr. Kilner could 
not hear anything^ there, so he crept softly downward, 
and«at last, with a mighty effort of will-power, sum- 
m<med up his courage and advanced to the ante¬ 
chamber of Mr. Claye's living tomb. He stood there 
for some time, quaking and shaking in the noisome- 
ness of his cellar, and listened with all his ears. He 
heard nothing, and was not surprised. It would have* 
been strange indeed if any sound could have' pene¬ 
trated the thickness of the solid floor of stone which 
shut out*his victim from light, air, and liberty. The 
. captive might shriek and sob for pity and fpr mercy 
as much as he pleased—n? one would ever hear him. 

, It occurred to Mr. Kilner that while he was there he 
might make a few alterations in the cellar which Seeme<f 
to be advisable, in case of a domiciliary visit from the 
police, so he set to work there and then to destroy any 
trace which might sljow that the trap into the vault 
had 1 been opened, and to cover it o\jer with ch^ts. 
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barrels and the like. It seemed t<? him that he was in 
a certain fashion trampling the earth upon Claye's 
grave while Claye still breathed in his coffin, but he 
got through his task and then hastily returned to the 
sitting-room, where he had another long and strong 
drink. And after that Mr. Kilner went to bed, carrying 
the decanter of brandy with him. 

It is needless to say that Mr. Kilner passed a very bad 
night. He had departed from his usual habits in 
several ways, and he naturally paid the penalty. To 
begin with, he had not only drank a great deal more 
than was good for him, but a great deal in excess of 
his usual allowance. Secondly, he had omitted to 
take his usual hearty supper, an omission which, in 
view of the large amount of liquor#, that he had con¬ 
sumed, was a fatal mistake. Thirdly, he had done 
things which, in a life largely composed of more or ifcss 
wickedness and villainy on a small and rather a mean 
sc?le, he had never done and never dreamed! of before. 
Thus he had assisted at a particularly cruel and cold¬ 
blooded murder, and had afterwards consigned the 
murderer to a living tomb wherein he was at that 
moment most likely half-crazed with terror and appre¬ 
hension. Callous as Mr. Kilner was, these'"thoughts 
were by no means pleasant companions for tht’ night. 
He tossed about in his bed t he tried burning a light 
at his bedside: he tried staring at the darkness: he 
Tried Walking about the room : he tried reading: and 
none of these things availed or comforted him- And 
needless to say, he tried the brandy decanter at periodic 
intervals, and for the first time (in his life found that 
it <}id not console him in the usual way. ' 
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He fell into a feeble, troubled doze as it grew towards 
morning and was afflicted with dreams which were J>y 
no means pleasant. He had visions of a loathsome 
dungeon, cellar, or hole in the depths of the ground 
wherein vast swarms of particularly ferocious rats 
waited for the death of a living man, and meanwhile 
feasted upon the body of a dead one. He could see 
the eyes of these rats through the blue-gray black 
atmosphere of the dungeon—they made little pin, 
points of phosphorescent fire in the gloom and horror, 
and he fancied that "there was something of human 
malice in the glare, Then the dreams changed and 
it was he himself who was a prisoner* in the dungeon, 
and sometimes the rats ran over him to find out if he 
were still living, *and he would shake them off with 
shJfeks and curses, and after a time they would come 
softly back, and he knew that at last they would come 
for good, and at that thought his soul grew sick within 
him. • 

Wien he rose at an early hour, Mr. Kilner was a 
good deal of a wreck. He wandered miserably down 
stairs and after a time admitted the old woman who 
came e\^ry morning to light his fire, make his bed, 
and. t^dy up the room in which he lived. She was 
as deaf as a post and not very observant r and she 
did rfbt notice anything^ very remarkable about Mr, 
Kilner’s appearance, simply because sfie scarcely, 
glanced at him. But when his man, Hennessy, turned 
up at* seven o'clock he noticed a good deal, and asked 
Mr. ’Kilner if he was.not well. 

" I'm by no means well, Jim," replied Mr, Kilner 
ver^r mournfully, and with a great note, of sympathy 
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for himself in his voice. " I’ve hall a very poor night 
indeed—I thought I should have had to fetch 'the 
doctor—I really did. I'm afraid it’s an old complaint 
of mine, Jim—an affection of the heart, it is, that 
gave me a deal of trouble some years ago.” 

“ That’s bad,” said Mr. Hennessy, who was polishing 
the brass work of the counter, “ ye might ’av a doctor 
this morning, sir.” 

" It’s probably what I shall do, Jim, a little later 
on,” replied Mr. Kilner. “ Things like them mu£t not 
be trifled with, I know. I'm afraid, Jim, that the air 
of Dublin doesn't suit me—I've never felt what you 
might call well since I came to live in the town.” 

Mr. Hennessy replied that different climates suited 
different constitutions, and that he* himself, glory be 
to God, considered Dublin the healthiest place in^he 
world. * 

“ Ah, you’re a Dublin man, Jim,” sighed Mr. Kilner. 
” fC makes all the difference. One’s native air is 
always good for one—I’m a Midlander myself, and I 
always did feel that the air of the Midlands is the 
most sal—what do they call it—salubrious ? I think it 
is, in the whole world. There’s a sweetness #nd. soft¬ 
ness about that air, Jim, that I never feel nowhere 
else,” concluded Mr. Kilner, whom much brandy had 
brought to the verge of teark. ”1 wish I coulcf smell 
jt just now—I do indeed.” 

" Ye should take a little bit of a holiday that way, 
sir,” said Mr. Hennessy, " it’d do ye a power of 
good.” . 

" I shouldn’t wonder if your advice was good, Jim,” 
repKcd Mr. I^iliier. "I'll think it over and see what 
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can be done. It's* very foolish indeed, I know, to 
trifle with affairs of the heart.*' 

In point of fact, Mr. Kilner had been meditating 
some such holiday as that recommended by his as¬ 
sistant for at least sixteen hours, and was wondering 
how it could best be carried into effect. It was his 
intention to get away from Dublin as quickly as he 
possibly could—always providing that it could be 
done without exciting any suspicion. And he meant 
to set*about the getting away that morning. 

One or two hairs t>f the dog that had not bitten 
him quite so badly as he could have wished it to, a 
breakfast on strong tea, dry toast, «,nd salt fish re¬ 
turned Mr. Kilner to a state of something like renewed 
health and confidence, and about ten o'clock he in- 
tim&ted to Mr. Hennessy that he was going forth tc 
a doctor, and left his barman in sole charge of the 
establishment. But Mr. Kilner’s mind was changed 
on reaching the street—instead of seeking medical 
advidS he sought the agent from whom he had 
bought the good-will and stock of the late Mr. Phelim 
Hanrahan's business and was presently quartered on 
that gentleman in private. 

"I've. called to see you," said Mr. Kilner, " on a 
matteT of business. I want you to sell that there 
business of mine—that %.$ was Hanrahan’s—as soon 
as you can—I've had enough of it." 

The agent stared. 

" Why," said he, " it's only been yours ten months— 
or is it eleven ? You’ve soon tired of it, Mr. Kilner— 
surely you didn't fend that it wasn't what it was 
represented to be ? " 
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Mr. Kilner waved his fat hands. * 

" I've no complaint on that score,” he said. u The 
business is well enough, and the receipts are better, 
as the books will show, than when I took it over. It's 
my health, sir—there's no doubt as Dublin doesn't 
suit me. A fine city, and nice people, as I, a stranger, 
can testify, but not good for my health. I suffer 
from a particular affection of the heart, and it,s got 
gradually worse. If I don’t mean to lay my 
bones-*' 

Mr. Kilner paused, suddenly faint and ghastly pale. 
He was thinking of the men whose bones were doomed 
to repose in something less pleasant than a Dublin 
cemetery. His countenance grew sea-green, and he 
half choked. c 

The agent rose from his chair, much alarmed. • ► 

“ Are you ill ? '' he asked. “ Shall I get any¬ 
thing ? " 

Mr. Kilner shook his head. He swallowed once or 
twice, and got his breath and his self-confidence 
again. 

" No, thanking you," he said. " It's passed now,. 
It's sudden spasms of the heart, like that, sir, what’s 
a troubling of me. Dublin, sir, isn't suited to my 
health, so, as I was saying, I want you to find v a pur¬ 
chaser for my business—for- strict cash—as early as 
s vou can/ 

Then he went away, and returned to Mr. Hcnnessy 
and the establishment, and he duly informed that 
gentleman that by medical advice he had come to 
the extremely painful conclusioii that he must sell 
his •business t arid return to England, where, inb his 
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native county and air, he hoped to regain his normal 
state of health. 

During the next fortnight Mr. Kilner made a change 
in his mode of life. After closing hours every evening, 
instead of remaining alone in the house, he locked it 
up and spent the night at a small hotel, a little distance 
away. There he was known as an affable and quiet 
person who drank a glass or two before retiring to his 
room, who was not very well in health, and ate very 
modestly of breakfast, and who gave scarcely any 
trouble. He always carried a small' handbag with him 
to the hotel and took it away in the morning, and the 
hotel people .were not aware that it •contained a full 
bottle of brandy at night and an empty one in the 
morning—Mr. Kiiier’s ablutions were carried on in 
bispbwn room while virtuous folk slept. 

"In point of fact Mr. Kilner was in a state of abject 
terror, not of being found out in his misdeeds, but 
of paying the visit to Claye’s tomb which was absolutely 
neces&ry if he meant to secure the diamonds. He 
had no doubt of what he would find there, or that 
the diamonds would reward him, but he was some¬ 
thing of a squeamish stomached man and did not 
care for#disagreeable sights. And so he put the visit 
off until all the arrangements for the sale oLthe busi¬ 
ness had been completed*, and in fact until the very 
evening before his intended departure fdr England^ 
and when he at length got the house to himself he 
had to fortify his spirits with an extra large dose of 
brandy before he could bring himself to set out upon 
his mission. He pihled himself together at last and 
set i to work upon the task before fiiim Horrors or 
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double horrors, he must have the.diamonds for which 
he had bartered his soul. 

When he went to the little hotel that evening Mr. 
Kilner carried the diamonds with him in his bag along¬ 
side the provision for his night's debauch. But on 
that night one flask of brandy satisfied him—he slept 
as soundly as an innocent child, for his mind was at 
last at rest. 



CHAPTER II 


A COTTAGE IN ARCADIA 

Mr. ^ilner left Dublin without difficulty and under 

nobody's suspicion or observation. It was quite true 

that Sergeant Davidson had failed to hear any news 

of young Mr. Bexendale, that Richard Claye seemed 

to have completely disappeared, and* that Miss 

Driscoll's diamonds had vanished with him, but all 

these things were in no way connected with Mr. Kilner. 

It so happened tfcat some account—not a very clear 

not*a very definite one—had crept into the papers 

anti had been mentioned by Sergeant Davidson to Mr. 

Kilner in the course of a casual conversation in the 

street wherein the sergeant had remarked that young 

Mr. Bexendale had evidently profited by the contents 

of Mr. Kilner's till to make himself safe, but nothing 

had connected Mr. Kilner with the mystery. It was 

his misfortune, not his fault, that young Mr. Bexen- 

dale ’ hsJT robbed him. To Sergeant Davidson Mr. 

Kilnef intimated and bewailed the fact that he was 

— 

leaving Dublin on account bf his health, and he spoke 
so pathetically of his sad fate in being obliged to re¬ 
linquish a business which was just beginning to kicreasl? 
its takings in a very substantial fashion that the sergeant 
was. sorry for him and said so. 

" But why don't fou just take a good holiday some¬ 
where and come back when you're (quite set ujj ? " 

261 • 
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Suggested Sergeant Davidson. “ Jlaybe you’re only 
just in need of a change/* 

" No, sir/* replied Mr. Kilner, shaking his head with 
portentous solemnity. “ That, I’m afraid, wouldn’t 
do. The air and climate of Dublin, sir, don't suit me. 
I must have something more salubrious." 

Then he remarked that if Sergeant Davidson ever 
caught that young scamp who had robbed him, Mr. 
Kilner, of the contents of the till he hoped he would 
make an example of him, and shook hands with great 
cordiality and went.his way. So,there was no suspicion 
attached to *Mr. Joseph Kilner when he left the Irish 
capital, and no fear in his own mind of a detective 
awaiting him when he stepped ashore from the mail 
steamer at Holyhead. 

Mr. Kilner felt glad to know that he was a free man 
and a man who had done so well in business that \ie 
could enjoy a holiday. He had made a nice bit of 
money one way and another, he said to himself : there 
ha<f been the purchase price of the business, which 
amounted to a few thousands of pounds, and then 
the diamonds, concerning the disposal of which he 
had distinctly good and business-like ideas. There 
was no reason why he should not now settle down 
and enjoy life-—the sort of life that appealed - its* him. 
He knew exactly what sort *of life that was, apd he 
determined to live it. 

** He went to Llandudno from Holyhead, and putting 
himself up at the best hotel in the place, recruited his 
wearied and shattered nerves for several weeks. He 
broke himself off inordinate drinking habits, and 
gradually brought his allowance down to a reasonable 
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amount of whisky-and-soda at meals and three glasses 
of iiot grog at night. He kept regular hours and slept 
very well he spent most of hiS time in the open air: 
at the end of a month he was a new man : at the end 
of six weeks a healthy and cheerful one. He had 
drowned recollection in a large vat of alcohol, and 
had subsequently flung the vat with all its contents 
into the abyss of oblivion. Mr. Kilner, in fact, had 
achieved that extraordinary mental feat which enables 
men to believe in things which never existed, or to 
find it impossible to believe in things which they them* 
selves actually committed. If he ever found a stray 
thought of Dublin and its tragedy * enter his mind, 
he dismissed it without ceremony, and with a sigh 
of regret that tyen the best-intended and mildest- 
m;p*nered of us are sometimes obliged to do unpleasant 
things. 

Mr. Kilner, at the end of his seaside holiday, decided 
to begin *the process of settling down. He had^two 
passions, one for gardening and the other for fishing, 
and he wanted to combine the indulgence of them 
with life in a pleasant country. He liked* North 
Wales, and he began to make some inquiries as to 
what hjg*could find there that would suit him. And 
talking one night in the smoking-room with, a gentle¬ 
man who appeared to kn«w* what he was talking about, 
Mr. Kilner received advice upon which he decided to 
act. m 

" If I were you/* said his adviser,," and wanted just 
whajt you seem to want, I should certainly try the 
neighbourhood of the Vale of Clwyd. You can get 
splendid fishing on the Clwyd and the Elwy, an<l the 
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country is delightful. I should imagine you could 
get an excellent bachelor house there. Why hot take 
a trip in that direction and see the place yourself. 
Drop over to Denbigh—fine, interesting town—stay 
at the “ Bull,” and look round you.” 

Mr. Kilner decided to act upon this advice at once, 
so he set out next day for Denbigh and was duly in¬ 
stalled at the “Bull” by night-fall. He made,some 
inquiries in the smoking-room that night which con¬ 
vinced him that the fishing in the neighbourhood was 
all that could be desired: he had seen enough of the 
Vale of Clwyd on his way between Rhyl and Denbigh 
to satisfy even Ips taste for natural beauty. A fertile 
valley, walled in by the blue mountains,on each side 
save one, where it dipped gently t* the sea: river, 
wood and lovely scenery in the richest profusion: 
what more could mortal man desire ? With a fishing 
rod; a comfortable house ; a good garden ; a good 
table; good liquor and good cigars, Mr, Kilner would 
be as comfortable as man need be. He looked into 
the future when he sought his bed that night, and he 
prophesied many pleasant things for himself. 

Next morning Mr. Kilner sought a house-agent 
and solemnly introduced himself and his business 

“ My name, sir,” said he, “ is James Keene—late of 
London—retired merchant* <i'm wanting to find a 
good substantial house in these parts, suitable for a 
^baohqW and two women servants. It must be con¬ 
veniently situated and possess a good garden, it must 
also be detached, and the drains and sanitary arrange¬ 
ments, sir, must be in good condition. In the case of 
a htjuse, sir, that? fulfils my requirements, the question 



•A COTTAGE, IN ARCADIA 265 

of rent, sir/' concluded Mr. Keene, grandiloquently, 

" will be treated as a matter of small consideration." 

To a house-agent who usually found that incoming ’ 
tenants wanted all they could get for as little as pos¬ 
sible, such a gentleman as Mr. Keene was a godsend, 
and he set to work to serve him with very great zeal. 
And so well did he work that within a month his client 
was established in a house on the banks of the Clwyd, a 
mile or two from Denbigh, and was surrounding him¬ 
self with adjuncts which he hoped to enjoy to a green 
old age. • 

Mr. Keene’s (it is useless to call him Mr. Kilner 
now that he had discarded the name) Jiouse was a com¬ 
fortable stone dwelling, standing in a delightful piece 
of ground, some pf which was given up to ornamental 
garden, some to kitchen and fruit gardens, and some 
to smooth expanses of lawn, which were overshadowed 
by noble groves of elm and ash, plane trees and yew. 
It was libt a large house, but quite large enough for 
its owner, and for the cook-housekeeper and smart 
housemaid whom Mr. Keene duly installed in it. Per¬ 
haps the garden was rather larger and more expensive 
to keep up than its new tenant had meant it to be; 
but^Mj/* Keene was evidently a well-to-do man and 
coukf afford the services of a gardener. These he 
promptly secured, and rfrom that time forward the 
wheels of the establishment, which was known in the 
district as Aboukir Lodge, moved with easy pfr^isioffT 

Mr. Keene became a well-known ligure in the neigh- 
boqrhood. It was speedily known that he had opened 
an account at a local bank ; that he had furnished 

his house from basement to attic at a local shop and 

• • * 



266 THE DIAMONDS 

h 4 ad paid cash for a heavy bill—it <was further known 
that all the tradesmen's accounts were settled every 
Saturday morning, and that the household was run 
on generous but not extravagant lines. That the 
new tenant of Aboukir Lodge was possessed of ample 
means was evident: who or what he was, or had 
been, nobody knew. As there were no ladies in his 
establishment, no ladies called upon him: suqh of 
their husbands as met him in the town remarked of 
the new-comer that he was a plain, homely sort of 
person, uneducated,- but certainly* shrewd, He amused 
himself entirely with fishing and gardening; he also, 
according to the newsagent, read a great many news¬ 
papers from various parts of the country, but he kept 
himself pretty much to himself. His servants never 
talked of him, and nobody knew more of him than* iic 
wished them to know. 

There was one person, however, who, during the 
first j:wo years of Mr. Keene's residence in this*'secluded 
spot, knew a good deal about his money msCtters. 
When he came to the town, Mr, Keene opened an 
account at a bank and deposited about five thousand 
pounds in cash ; after he had settled down, a good 
deal of this was invested in a certain gilt-edged ser.waty, 
the dividends from which were in time duly creaked 
to Mr. Keene. From time to time Mr, Keene appeared 
at the bank, and paid into his account sums varying 
Jferee hundred to a thousand pounds. As his 
capital increased in this way, it was invested in other 
gilt-edged securities, the dividends from which also 
appeared. At the end of two years the manager of 
1 the bank could have told you that of his own knowledge 
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he knew that Mr. % Keene had over twenty thousand 
pqjinds invested in first-class railway stock: that he 
had at that moment a sum of about three thousand ' 
pounds lying to the credit of his account at the bank, 
and that the cash payments, alluded to above, were 
still coming steadily in. Every few weeks they came 
—always in the shape of brand-new Bank of England 
notes—always paid in, in person, by Mr. Keene him¬ 
self "A nice, warm, well-to-do man, this Mr. Keene; 
and full of quiet respectability ; a man of benefactions, 
too, although not lavish or extravagant in his charity; 
a man of good life, also, for h<f attended Divine Service 
every Sunday regularly, arid there ^ras some talk of 
making him*a churchwarden. 

At the end of t^o years, then, Mr. Keene had achieved 
a ^reputation in the land of his adoption. He had 
plenty of money : he was well-conducted, if not well- 
educated ; a gentle man, if not a gentleman ; he went 
to church, and never iefused money to the charges; 
his pursuits and occupations were of a peaceful nature : 
first and last, he paid his way, and the people who were 
at all concerned about him knew that he was well-to- 
do. He had arrived at that topmost pinnacle of fame 
—hj^iadPplenty of money. Had he been a genius and 
poo^tnobody would have cared a twopenny damn 
abou^ him; having mujrhf money, the butcher, and 
the fishmonger, to say nothing of the wine-merchant 
and tobacconist, raised a finger of respectful ad'YatidSP 
to their hats and caps when they encountered him. 

It was about this time that Mr.‘ Keene was recog¬ 
nised by an old acquaintance. The old acquaintance 
could not, by any stretch of imagination, be caltal an 
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did friend: in sober truth he wa$ a member of the 
police force, who had known Mr. Keene in the d^ys 
when he ran the oyster saloon in Leeds, and wa^ dis¬ 
tinguished by the name of Joseph or Joe Kilner. At 
that time the old acquaintance was a detective, holding 
high rank in the Leeds police; he was now enjoying 
a position of higher rank in Liverpool. Like Mr. 
Keene, he was very fond of fishing, and it was this 
fondness that sent him one fine Spring day into the 
Vale of Clwyd, there to spend a fortnight’s holiday 
on the banks of the Clwyd and,the Elwy. And just 
to prove that the world is a small one, and that one 
never knows what is going to happen next, it was 
all through this innocent desire for recreation that 
Inspector Nicholson happened to me^J this man whom 
he had known as Joe Kilner. • 

The two men met in the High Street of Denbigh 
one afternoon when Mr. Keene was walking through 
it in all the dignity of black broadcloath. * He had 
been to make a formal call on the clergyman in whose 
parish there was some talk of making him a church¬ 
warden, and had donned his Sunday garments as 
being most fitting to the occasion. He looked very 
solemn and very stately, and Inspector Nicholson, 
who was talking td a tradesman in a friendly iSnion 
at the door of the latteHs *shop, was considerably 
startled as fie recognised in this apparition the man 
«m 4 io l^d often opened a dozen oysters for him in the 
little green-painted saloon at Leeds, and whom he 
knew to have been' mixed up with a queer lot in that 
city. But he had no more doubt of the man’s identity 
than of his own, and he stopped him boldly. 
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“ Why, Joe ! ” feid he, “ whatever brings you here, 
aif^in sober black ? Have you turned parson since 
you left the oyster trade ? ” 

Mr. Keene drew himself up in indignant astonish¬ 
ment. His broad face purpled with annoyance; his 
voice had a ring of righteous anger. 

“You are making some mistake, sir,” said he, 
eyeing the stranger over as if he did not know him 
from Adam. “ A strange mistake, indeed, sir.” 

Inspector Nicholson could have bitten his tongue 
out. He knew that he had made' a mistake—though 

not the mistake the man was accusing him of. He 

» 

could have kicked himself for his hasty impulse. 

“ I beg your pardon, most humbly, sir I ” he said, 
steppinf back, a*d lifting his hat. “I see now that 
I have made a mistake. Pray forgive me—I certainly 
took you for an old friend of mine, whom I haven’t 
seen for some years. There is, I assure you, a most 
extraordinary likeness between you.” • 

“ IMiave heard, sir,” remarked Mr. Keene, “ that the 


King himself has a double. I wish you a good-day, 
sir,” and he walked on in greater state, and with added 
solemnity. 

TJh^tradesman to whom the Inspector had been 
talking laughed as the latter rejoined him.. 

“ That’s Mr. Keene,” Said he. ” Fancy hailing him 
as 4 Joe ’ J ” ' 

“ And who is Mr. Keene ? ” inquired the IiLpectorT 
The tradesman, glad of airing hfe knowledge, reeled 
off .all he knew respecting Mr. Keene and his connec¬ 
tion with the neighbourhood. 

Decent old chap,” he concluded. " A bit pompous. 
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and so on, but very quiet-manneredfand leads a peace¬ 
ful life. And he's got—oh !—piles of money.” ^ 

Inspector Nicholson said nothing, but he took 
occasion to visit the local police station, and there he 
saw the chief, and had a quiet talk about the incident 
just related, and about the pseudo Mr. Keene, and he 
stuck to his point like a leech. 

" There’s no doubt about it,” he concluded. ” J will 
stake my professional reputation that that man is the 
man Joe Kilner, who kept an oyster saloon in Leeds, 
and was the associate of a queer lot there, and notably 
of a swell mobsman who had all sorts of irons in the 
fire, and was known by various aliases—James Creigh¬ 
ton and Richard Claye amongst them. He'd no money 
in those days—where has it come fi*>m ? ” 

“ You're sure you’re not mistaken ? ” asked *t»he 
oth^r dubiously. 

“ Certain,” replied Inspector Nicholson with great 
emphasis. " I'd have known him anywhere by his 
face, his walk, his hands. It may be all right-^but I 
give you a tip—keep your eyes on Mr. John Keene. 



CHAPTER III 


NEWS FROM DUBLIN 

■ 

Inspector Nicholson, as it has already been re¬ 
marked of him, was a police official who now enjoyed 
high rank in the Livfcrpool force, which # is equivalent 
to saying that there had always been in him a desire 
to rise in the service and that he •had managed to 
achieve his success. But he was one of those men 
whose ambition S boundless, and who lose no oppor- 
tufuty of pushing themselves on in their profession; 
he was, moreover, a man who, having had his curiosity 
aroused, did not like to have it baulked. Further, 
although he was at that time on a holiday, he saw no 
reason why he should not combine a little business 
with his pleasure. So that night he sat down after 
supper in the coffee-room of his hotel and wrote a 
very private letter to an old friend of his in Leeds, 
lik^^ispnself, a prominent member of the service, and 
without taking him very njuch into his confidence, he 
asked* him if he could tell him what had become of 
Joe, or Joseph Kilner, who had been known to bo^ 
of them a few years previously. It might be merely 
idle curiosity, he said to himself, wnen he had strolled 
across to the post-office and posted his letter, that 
made him do this, but one could never tell what even 
th^ smallest things led to. 

271 
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If Inspector Nicholson could h^e looked into Mr. 
Keene’s highly respectable dining-room that evpifing 
he would have found that gentleman in a state of 
great and even serious discomposure. Mr. Keene had 
recognised the man who had accosted him, and the 
recognition was causing him the most severe mental 
anguish. He dreaded a policeman as a saint dreads 
sin; the sight of an innocent, unoffending rustic 
constable at a cross-road made him sweat; but the 
presence of a real live actual detective in plain clothes 
caused him absolute pain, physical as well as mental. 
He had continued to keep his countenance and his 
dignity when Inspector Nicholson addressed him, 
but it had only been at tremendous cost to himself, 
and he had been so faint after passing on that he had 
been obliged against the principles which he had re¬ 
cently formulated and adopted, to go into an hotel 
and ask for an old brandy. And as he sipped it in 
the privacy of the coffee-room he asked himself again 
and again—Did it mean anything ? Had Nicholson 
found anything out ? Was he—dreadful thought— 
was he' on the track ? This notion so affrighted him 
that he had to ring for another dose of brandy, and 
he remarked to the landlord that he was V^fering 
from an qld heart complaint. 

The second stimulant cheeked Mr. Keene up a#* little. 
He reflected that if Nicholson had wanted him he 
"would hot have let him go out of his sight. But how 
did he know that ^ he was out of his sight—he might 
be keeping him under observation ? He got up .and 
stealthily opening the door peeped out into the hall, 
hal^expectant of finding Nicholson and a force^ of 
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police there. The flail was empty save for the presence 
of ^s^leepy boots who was trying to understand the 
mysteries of Ruff's Guide to the Turf. Mr. Keene 
closed the door gently and looked out of the window, 
fearing to see Nicholson pacing the street on the op¬ 
posite side. But there was no Nicholson there; it 
was, obvious, then, that Nicholson was not after him 
at present. 

At present 1 These words beat themselves upon 
Mr. Keene's mental conscience with sickening force 
as he walked homewards to his comfortable house. 
What was the use of present safety if the future was 
to be harassed by doubts ? He had hoped that he 
had escaped from the world ; from the time of his 
arrival in North % Wales until that moment he had 
nefer set eyes on a person of his previous acquaint¬ 
ance, and he had hoped that he never would. ,He ty^d 

% 

to cheer lymself up during his dinner—which he invari¬ 
ably took at six o'clock of the evening as being a 
highly respectable and pleasurable sort of time—by 
trying to convince himself that the meeting was merely 
accidental. If Nicholson had been anything but wh it 
he was Mr. Keene would not have cared so much, 
but^fw mere fact that he was a detective and un¬ 
commonly well known in .police circles by* the skill 
which* he displayed in unravelling certain mysteries 
of crime, made Mr. Keene as frightened as a child 
of a wasp. 

That night Mr. Keene was unhappy; next day 
miserable ; on the third day he contrived to find that 
Nicholson had left the town, and his buoyancy and 
good spirits returned to him fourfold.* Jt had, then, 
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been nothing but an accidental * meeting. He dis¬ 
missed the unfortunate matter from his memory^Snd 
resumed his pleasant, peaceful life. 

Inspector Nicholson, it was true, had left the town; 
but it was on Mr. Keene's business. He had received 
a letter from Leeds that morning in reply to his own, 
and it had first set him thinking a good deal, and had 
then made him resolve to spend the remainder of his 
holiday in fishing for the solution of a mystery rather 
than for trout in the Welsh rivers. He looked out 

1 

trains and steamers, he packed his bag, and long 
before noon was on his way to Holyhead and Dublin. 
And on the way‘he read his old- friend’s letter several 
times and tried to see through all that it presented 
to him. It was not a long letter, ^ret it was full of 
suggestions to a man like Inspector Nicholson, \frho 
significances where most people would have seen 
none. The Inspector's friend said that t the man 
Joseph or Joe Kilner had left Leeds rather more than 
three years previously, and that it was understood 
that he had gone to Dublin, where he had set up as 
a publican. The friend further remarked that he had 
never heard anything of him since, and thaWhe might 
still be in Dublin. Then followed the passag s^fofc ich 
Inspector Nicholson found .invested with much interest 
and significance. * 

^ " I have’ some faint recollection/' wrote the In- 
spector's correspondent, " that this man Kilner was 
in some way connected with (or, rather, that his name 
was mentioned in connection with it) a Dublin mystery, 
which so far as I know has never been unravelled. 
Y01I may remember something of it—an Irish l^dy, 
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Miss Driscoll, traiKlled from Castleford to Limerict, 
an^ was rofcbed in Dublin by two men who turned 
out % *to be from Yorkshire—one Ninian Bexendale, ' 
from Castleford, the other a Leeds man who was well- 
known to the police under the name of Richard Claye 
and James Creighton. These two men disappeared 
almost immediately after the robbery—which was of 
diamonds, the exact value of which, for some reason, 
was never made public—and they have never been 
heard of since. I have some recollection, speaking from 
memory, that Bexendale was last’seen m the neigh¬ 
bourhood of this man Kilner’s bar, or saloon—I Jim 
certain Kilner’s name was mentioned, because I im¬ 
mediately recognised it as that of the man from Leeds 
who had kept yie oyster saloon. Kilner was not 
at,ail implicated in this affair, so far as I know. But 
I have learned something since your letter reached me 
this, morning—Kilner was a great friend of Claye’s*' 
or Creighton's and had at one time been in his employ 
as keeper of a tobacconist’s shop in Bradford, where 
a good deal of betting business was going on. I don’t 
know whether this was known to the Dublin police 
at the time—I wonder if there was any business being 
domj^Lt fBe time of the Driscoll robbery between Claye 
andTnlner ? It seems not unlikely, when you come 
to consider matters. As «fo*r Claye, he has never been 
heard of since the Dublin affair, and it*has always 
been supposed that he and Bexendale made theTf 
escape to the Continent by the South of Ireland.” 

Inspector Nicholson read this communication over 
and over again before he reached Dublin at six o’clock 
that evening. He cut no time to waste on arrival, 
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but immediately set to work to find the man who had 
chaige of the Driscoll robbery, and before severuJhe 
was closeted with Davidson—now, like himself an 
Inspector—in the latter’s room. 

" I wanted to talk to you,” he said, ” about one or 
two matters in which you were concerned two and a 
half years ago. Do you remember an Englishman 
named Joseph Kilner, who managed, or was proprietor, 
of a saloon or drinking bar here in Dublin ? ” 

” Oh, very well,” answered Davidson. “ I knew 
him quite well. He bought th® goodwill and stock-¬ 
in-trade of a' business once owned by a man named 
Phelim Hanrahary in Lower Abbey Street, and ran it 
for some nine or ten months. Oh, yes, I remember 
Kilner—a big, heavy, rather unwieldy man who was 
obliged to give up the business because of some heart 
trouble. I had a chat with him just before he left 
jjuklin. *Yes—what of Kilner ? ” 

“ Jte is living as an affluent retired London’merchant 
in very good, quiet style at Denbigh, in North Wales,” 
replied Nicholson. ” But he is Joseph Kilner no 
longer-^he has been known ever since he went there 
as John Keene.” 

Davidson's face showed a new interest. ^ 4^,, 

" Well ? ” he said. 

“ You were concerned irf ihe Driscoll case ? ” said 
Nicholson. v“A case in which two men named Claye 
£nd Bexendale made a lift of diamonds at a Dublin 
hotel and disappeared successfully.” 

Davidson madd a wry face. 

“ Yes,” he said. “ I tried a new plan there and 
failejl ignominously,” and he ga</e his visitor a brief 
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account of what had happened. " There were strange 

circumstances about that case," he said meditatively. 

" Mis& Driscoll could not be got to account for her 
possession of the diamonds, or, rather, for their posses¬ 
sion by the man who had left them to her, and she 
would not agree to more publicity about them than 
was contained in the announcement that a diamond 
necklace had been stolen. As a matter of fact, she 

m 

alleged to me that the diamonds were worth fifty 
thousand pounds." 

Inspector Nicholson .uttered a curiouj clicking sound 
with his tongue. 

" Ay," he said. “ I thought That's it!— 
Kilner’s got \he diamonds." 

Inspector Davidson started in his chair. lie looked 
at Jhis visitor from England as if he could scarcely 
believe his eyes or his ears. 

“ What ? " he almost shouted. " Kilner l* Why—^ 
what do you mean ? " 

" Yo« said that from the time Bexendale, in his 


disguise, was seen to enter Kilner's saloon he was 
never seen again," said Nicholson. 

“ Yes, that is so—he never was seen again," replied 
Da\uc*on.'* 

" NoTand I’ll tell you why," said Nicholson, nodding 
his he^fd. "You didn’t#ldiow, and nobody knew— 
here, at any rate—that Kilner was aft old friend of 
Claye's, and had been in his employ in Yorkshire 
Glaye, while you were looking for him, would be hiding 
at Kiiner's." 

Davidson leapt to his feet with a sharp exclamation. 

" Ah," he said, “ if/I had only known. But Kilner 
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was a perfectly respectable tradesman—there was 
nothing against him and no reason to suspect^l?im. 
He was also a most plausible liar—I fully believed 
his explanation about Bexendale's robbery of the 
till, and flight by the side door—it was so much what 
a sneak thief would do. Good heavens, and they 

were all three together! And to think-? ” 

" I think,” answered Nicholson slowly, “ that one 
might put it in this way. Kilner comes across here, a 
poor man, as I can prove he was when he left Leeds. 
He clears out of Dublin some dew months later and 
within a very few weeks he is found living in wealth 
in North Wales* and giving indisputable proof that 
he is a man of means. Where did he get the money ? 
Now about the time of his disappearance from Dublin 
fifty thousand pounds worth of diamonds disappear. 
I tell you straight out—my theory is that these dia¬ 
monds within a few days of the robbery at the hotel 
passed into the entire possession of Joseph itilner, and 
that he is now living on the proceeds." * 

Davidson nodded his head in silence. He walked 
up and down the room for a moment to two without 
speaking. Tlien he looked at his visitor. 

“ There was something else disappeared besyJj#Fthe 

diamonds,” he said in a low voice. “ There were the 

* * 

two men. • * 

“ Ay,” said Nicholson. " And the probability is— 
f^ r o livfes.” 

” What would .you suggest ? ” asked Davidson* 

” I think,” replied Nicholson, ” I should like to 
examine that house in Lower Abbey Street.” 

Dfividson turned in his hurried walk up and down 
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the room and r^arded ^ him with a critical ex* 
predion. 

Jt It’s your opinion/* he said, ** at least, I take it to be 
so, that Kilner murdered those two/’ 

“ Pretty much about that/* answered Nicholson. 

“ Well/* said Davidr^n, " it's not mine. 1*11 tell you 
what I think: I think that Claye murdered Bexen- 
dale, or that Claye and Kilner managed it between 
them and got rid of the body, and that Kilner mur¬ 
dered Claye later on. I’ve been trying to bring some¬ 
thing to mind and npw I remember it. The night 
I called there to make inquiries about Bexendale I 
found the place closed—somewhere about eight o’clock 
that was, and it was,’of course, an uncommon thing. 
Kilner opened thc^door to me at last and said that 
his # man had been sent out on an errand and that he 
himself had been engaged at the rear of the house and 
so he had locked the door for a few minuted ] 
shall ever «find out the whole truth I reckon we shall 
know that it was at that time that Claye got his 
fluietus.” 

, " I still think,” said Nicholson quietly, “that I 

should like to examine that house—and as soon as 
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’ said Davidson, 


" we’ll do it. 


It’s the first 


thing tj> be done.” He l<y>ked at his watch.* ” What 
do jrou say,” he continued, ” if it's done late to-night ? 
The same man has it that’s been there ever sine® 
Kilner sold it—he’s a thoroughly honest, respectable 
man, and I'll explain the thing thoroughly to him 
this evening and arrange to go there after closing 
time so as not to exci|e the attention of his customers. 
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If in the meanwhile you'd like tp take your supper 
arid rest a bit I’ll meet you here at eleven o’clodj*" 

To these proposals Inspector Nicholson was nothing 
lorth, and he presently sought out a quiet hotel which 
he knew of old, and had supper there, and all the time 
he was eating and drinking he was wondering if that 
chande meeting with Kilner in Denbigh had frightened 
his man into a sudden flight. He hoped it had not--* 
he thought it had not—but he knew how easily the 
guilty are made afraid. 

If Nicholson had but known it, Mr. Keene or Mr. 
Kilner had ‘by that time dismissed all fear. The 
detective had gone away from the district and he 
could breathe. He was very touch cohtented with 
himself that night and while Nicljolson was supping 
in Dublin he was amusing himself with whisky: and 
cigars at Aboukir Lodge and caring for nothing or 
t^cmOdy.^ He slept very well indeed that night, and 
whistled as he went down to breakfast nexi morning. 
But as he reached his entrance hall the housemaid 
was opening the front door, and Mr. Keene founck 
himseli'confronted by three men, in one o^ whom he 
recognised the Chief Constable. 

Within an hour and a half the townsfolk‘kne^hat 
in consequence of a telegram received first thing that 
morning the respectable Mr* Keene had been ^rrested 
on a charge of murder, and that the detectives were 
on their way from Ireland to convey him to the scene 
of his misdeeds. 








